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COMMENDATORY VERSES. 


EXTRACT FROM A POEM WRITTEN 
BY COURTNEY MELMOTH, ESQ. 


&N THE DEATH OF EMINENT ENGLISH POETS. 


THE TEARS OF GENIUS. 


HE village-bell tolls out the note of death, 

And through the echoing air, the length'ning 
ſound, 

With dreadful pauſe, reverberating deep ; 

Spreads the ſad tidings, o'er fair Auburn's vale. 
There, to enjoy the ſcenes her bard had prais'd 

In all the ſweet ſimplicity of ſong, 
Gextvs, in pilgrim garb, ſequeſter'd fat, 

And herded jocund with the harmleſs ſwains: 


But when ſhe heard the f ate-forboding knell, 
Vol, LXX. a 


With 
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With ſtartled ſtep, precipitate and ſwift, 


And look pathetic, full of dire preſage, 

The church-way walk, befide the neighb'ring green, 
Sorrowing ſhe ſought ; and there, in black array, 
Borne on the ſhoulders of the ſwains he lov'd, 

She ſaw the boaſt of Auburn mov'd along. 
Touch'd at the view, her penſive breaſt ſhe ſtruck, 
And to the cypreſs, which incumbent hangs 

With leaning ſlope, and branch irregular, 

O'er the moſs'd pillars of the ſacred fane, 

The briar-bound graves ſhadowing with funeral gloom, 
Forlorn ſhe hied ; and there the crowding woe 
(SwelPd by the parent) preſs'd on bleeding thought, 
Big ran the drops from her maternal eye, 
Faſt broke the boſom-ſorrow from her heart, 

And pale Diſtreſs, ſat fickly on her cheek, 

As thus her plaintive Elegy began. 


And muſt my children all expire? 

Shall none be left to ſtrike the lyre ? 
Courts Death alone a learned prize? 
Falls his ſhafts only on the wile ? 

Can no fit marks on earth be found, 
From uſeleſs thouſands ſwarming round ? 
What crowding cyphers cram the land ! 
What hoſts of victims, at command! 
Yet ſhall th' ingenious drop alone ? 
Shall Science grace the tyrant's throne ? 
Thou murd'rer of the tuneful train! 

I charge thee, wich my children ſlain ! 
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W Scarce has the ſun thrice urg'd his annual tour, 
Since half my race have felt thy barbarous pow'r; 
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Sore haſt thou thinn'd each pleaſing art, 
And ſtruck a muſe with every dart: 


Bard, after bard, obey'd thy ſlaughtering call, 
Till ſcarce a poet lives to ſing a brother's fall. 


Then let a widow'd mother pay 
The tribute of a parting lay, 
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Tearful, inſcribe the monumental ftrain, 
And ſpeak aloud, her feelings, and her pain! 


2 an 
oo I 
„„ 
A 


Is 
3 
. 


And firſt, farewel to thee, my ſon, ſhe cried, 
Thou pride of Auburn's dale—ſweet bard, farewel. 
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Long for thy ſake, the peaſants tear ſhall flow, 
And many a virgin-boſom heave with woe, 
For thee ſhall ſorrow ſadden all the ſcene, 

And every paſtime, periſh on the green; 

he ſturdy farmer ſhall ſuſpend lus tale, 

The woodman's ballad ſhall no more regale, 
No more ſhall Mirth, each ruſtic ſport inſpire, 
But every frolic, every feat ſhall tire. 

No more the evening gambol ſhall delight, 
Nor moonſhine revels crown the vacant night, 

f But groupes of villagers (each joy forgot) 
hall form, a ſad aſſembly round the cot. 

Sweet bard, farewel—and farewel, Auburn's bliſs, 
Ihe baſhful lover, and the yielded kiſs ; 
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The evening warble Philomela made, 

The echoing foreſt, and the whiſpering ſhade, 
The winding brook, the bleat of brute content, 
And the blithe voice that whiſtled as it went.“ 
Theſe ſhall no longer charm the plowman's care, 
But ſighs ſhall fill, the pauſes of deſpair, 


GoLDsMITH adieu! the book-learn'd prieſt” for 
„ 
Shall now in vain poſſeſs his feſtive glee, 
The oft-heard jeſt in vain he ſhall reveal, 
For now alas, the jeſt he cannot feel. 
But ruddy damſels o'er thy tomb ſhall bend, 
And conſcious weep for their and virtue's friend ; 
The milk-maid ſhall reje& the ſhepherd's ſong, 
And ceaſe to carol as ſhe toils along : 
All Auburn ſhall bewail the fatal day, 
When from her fields, their pride was ſnatch'd away; 
And even the matron of the creſſy lake 
In piteous plight, her palſied head ſhall ſhake, 
While all adown the furrows of her face 
Slow ſhall the lingering tears each other trace, 


And, Oh my child ! ſeverer woes remain, 

To all the houſeleſs, and unſhelter'd train: 

Thy fate ſhall ſadden many an humble gueſt, 

And heap freſh anguiſh on the beggar's breaſt, 
For dear wert thou to all the ſons of pain; 

To all that wander, ſorrow, or complain. 

Dear to the learned, to the ſimple dear, 

For daily bleflings mark'd thy virtuous year; 
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W The rich receiv'd a moral from thy head, 

= And from thy heart the ſtranger found a bed. 
Diſtreſs came always ſmiling from thy door; 
For God had made thee agent to the poor ; 
Had form'd thy feelings on the nobleſt plan, 
To grace at once, the poet, and the man, 
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ON THE DEATH OP 
DR. OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 


D ARK as the night, which now in dunneft 
robe, 

Aſcends her zenith, o'er the filent globe; 

Sad melancholy wakes, awhile to tread, 

With ſolemn ſtep, the manſions of the dead : 

Led by her hand, o'er this yet recent ſhrine 

I ſorrowing bend; and here eſſay to twine 

The tributary wreath of laureat bloom, 

With artleſs hands, to deck a poet's tomb; 


The tomb where Goldſmith ſleeps. Fond hopes, 


adieu! 
No more your airy dreams ſhall mock my view: 
Here will I learn ambition to controul, 
And each aſpiring paſſion of the ſoul : 
e Elen 
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DR. GOLDSMITH. vii 
E'en now, methinks, his well-known voice J hear, 
When late he meditated flight from care, 


When as imagination fondly hied 
To ſcenes of ſweet retirement, thus he cried. 


ce Ye ſplendid fabricks, palaces and towers, 
« Where diſſipation leads the giddy hours, 
« Where pomp, diſeaſe, and knavery reſide, 
« And folly bends the knee to wealthy pride; 
« Where luxury's purveyors learn to rite, 
« And worth, to want a prey, unfriended dies; 
« Where warbling Eunuchs glitter in brocade, 
« And hapleſs Poets toil for ſcanty bread : 
„ Farewel ! to other ſcenes I turn my eyes, 
«© Emboſom'd in the vale where Auburn hes, 
« Deſerted Auburn, thoſe now ruin'd glades, 
« Forlorn, yet ever dear and honour'd ſhades. 
There though the Hamlet boaſts no ſmiling train, 
« Nor ſportful paſtime circling on the plain 
« No needy villains proul around for prey, 
« No ſlanderers, no ſycophants betray ; 
« No gaudy foplings ſcornfully deride 
The ſwain, whoſe humble pipe is all his pride, 
There will I fly to ſeck that foft repoſe, 
Which ſolitude contemplative beftows : 
«© Yet, oh fond hope! perchance there ſtill remains 
One lingering friend behind, to bleſs the plains ; 
« Some hermit of the dale, inſhrined in eaſe, 


Long loſt companion of my youthful days; 
| 2 4 Fo With 
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« With whoſe ſweet converſe in his ſocial bower, 10 ( 


“ Toft may chide away ſome vacant hour; 
* To whoſe pure ſympathy, I may impart 
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But whence that pang ? does nature now rebel? 
Why faulters out my tongue the word farewel } 
Ve friends! who long have witneſs'd to my toil, 


And to my lateſt hour, protra the long adieu. 


Each latent grief, that labours at my heart, 
Whate'erT felt, and what I ſaw, relate, 

The ſholes of luxury, the wrecks of ſtate ; 
Thoſe buſy ſcenes, where ſcience wakes in vain, 
In which I fhar'd, ah! neer to ſhare again. 


And ſeen me ploughing in a thankleſs ſoil, 
Whoſe partial tenderneſs huſh'd every pain, 
Whoſe approbation made my boſom vain : 
Tis you, to whom my foul divided hies 
With fond regret, and half unwilling flies ; | co 
Sighs forth her parting wiſhes to the wind, -K 
And lingering leaves her better half hehind. 14 
Can 1 forget the intercourſe I ſhar'd, 3 
What friendſhip cheriſh'd, and what zeal en- 
ddcear'd? 6 


Alas! remembrance ftill muſt turn to you, | 66 


Amid the woodlands, whereſoe'er I rove, 

The plain, or ſecret covert of the grove, 

Imagination ſhall ſupply her ſtore 

Of painful bliſs, and what ſhe can reſtore ; 

Shall ſtrew each lonely path with flowrets gay, 

And wide as is her boundleſs empire ſtray, 
% On 


DR. GOLDSMITH. ix 


«« On eagle pinions traverſe earth, and ſkies, 

« And bid the loſt and diſtant objects riſe. 

« Here, where encircled o'er the ſloping land 

« Woods riſe on woods, ſhall Ariſtotle ſtand ; 

« Lyceum round the godlike man rejoice, 

& And bow with reverence to wiſdom's voice. 

6 There, ſpreading oaks ſhall arch the vaulted 
dome, 

« The Champion, 4 of liberty, and Rome, 

« In attick eloquence ſhall thunder laws, 

And uncorrupted ſenates ſhout applauſe. 

« Not more extatic viſions rapt the ſoul 

Of Numa, when to midnight grots he ſtole,— 

And learnt his lore, from virtue's mouth refin'd, 

& © To fetter vice, and harmonize mankind. 

| «© Now ſtretch'd at eaſe beſide ſome fav'rite ſtream, 

« Of beauty, and enchantment will I dream; 

W © Elyſium, feats of art, and laurels won, 

The Graces three, and“ Japhet's fabled ſon : 

« Whilſt Angelo ſhall wave the myſtic rod, 

And ſee a new creation wait his nod; ee 

“ Preſcribe his bounds to Time's iemorſeleſs power, 

“ And, to my arms, my abſent friends reſtore, 

« Place me amidſt the group, each well-known 
face, 

The ſons of ſcience, lords of human race; 

* And as oblivion ſinks at his command, 


Nature ſhall riſe more finiſh'd from his hand, 


* Prometheus, 


6 Thus 
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Thus ſome Magician fraught with potent {ill, | 
« Transforms, 280 moulds each varied maſs at 8 
« will; 

c« Calls animated forms of wonderous birth, 

«© Cadmean offspring, from the teeming earth, 4 

« Uncears the ponderous tombs, the realms of night, | 

4 And calls their cold inhabitants to light; 

„ Or, as he traverſes a dreary ſcene, 

« Bids every ſweet of nature there convene, 

„ Huge mountains ſkirted round with wavy woods, i 

« 'The ſhrub - deckt lawns, and filver ſprinkled 
“ floods, 4 

« Whilſt flowrets ſpring around the ſmiling land, 

4 And follow on the traces of his wand. 


« Such proſpects, lovely Auburn! then, be 5 
6 thine; oF 

c And what thou canſt of bliſs 1 impart be mine; 

« Amid thy humble ſhades, in tranquil eaſe, 

« Grant me to paſs the remnant of my days. 

«© Unfetter'd from the toil of wretched gain, 

«« My raptur'd muſe ſhall pour her nobleſt firain, 

« Within her native bowers the notes prolong, 

« And, grateful, meditate her lateſt ſong. 

« Thus, as adown the ſlope of life I bend, 

And move, reſign'd, to meet my latter end, 

Each worldly wiſh, each worldly care repreſt, 

« A ſelt-approving heart alone poſſeſt, 5 5 


« Content, to bounteous heaven I'll leave the 
6c reſt,”? 
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Thus, 


DR GOLDSMITH. * i 


Thus, ſpoke the Bard: but not one friendly 

power, 
With nod aſſentive crown'd the parting hour; | 
No eaſtern meteor glar'd beneath the ſky, 2 
No dextral omen; Nature heav'd a ſigh 
W Prophetic of the dire impending blow, 
The preſage of her loſs, and Britain's woe. 
Already portion'd, unrelenting Fate 

| Had made a pauſe upon the number'd date; 

Behind, ſtood death, too horrible for ſight, 
In darkneſs clad, expectant, prun'd for flight; 0 
Pleas'd at the word, the ſhapeleſs monſter ſped, 
On eager meſſage to the humble ſhed, 
= Where wrapt by ſoft poetic viſions round, 
Sweet ſlumbering, Fancy's darling ſon he found, 
At his approach the filken pinion'd train 
W Afﬀrighted, mount aloft, and quit the brain; 
Wich late they fann'd : now other ſcenes than dales 
Of woody pride, ſucceed, or flow'ry vales : 
As when a ſudden tempeſt veils the ſky, 

efore ſerene, and ſtreaming lightnings fly; 
The proſpect ſhifts, and pitchy volumes roll, 
Along the drear expanſe, from pole to pole; 
Terrific horrors all the void inveſt, 
| Whilſt the Archſpectre iſſues forth confeſt. 
The bard beholds him beckon to the tomb 
| Of yawning night, eternity's dread womb ; 
In vain attempts to fly, the impaſſive air 
Retards his ſteps, and yields him to deſpair; 


He 
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He feels a gripe that thrills through every vein, 
And panting ſtruggles in the fatal chain. 

Here paus'd the fell deſtroyer to ſurvey 
The pride, the boaſt of man, his deſtin'd prey, 
Prepar'd to ſtrike, he pois'd aloft the dart, 
And plung'd the ſteel in Virtue's bleeding heart; 
Abhorrent, back the ſprings of life rebound, 
And leave on Nature's face a griſly wound, 

A wound enroll'd among Britannia's woes, 
That ages yet to follow, cannot cloſe. 


Oh, Goldſmith! how ſhall ſorrow now eſſay 
To murmur out her ſlow incondite lay ? 
In what ſad accents mourn the luckleſs hour, 
That yielded thee to unrelenting power ; 
Thee, the proud boaſt, of all the tuneful train 
That ſweep the lyre, or ſwell the poliſh'd ftrain ? 
Much honour'd Bard ! if my untutur'd verſe 
Could pay a tribute, worthy of thy hearſe, 
With fearleſs hands I'd build the fane of praiſe, 
And boldly ſtrew the never fading bays, 
But, ah! with thee my guardian Genius fled, 
And pillow'd in thy tomb his filent head: 
Pain'd Memory alone behind remains, 
And penſive ſtalks the ſolitary plains, 
Rich in her ſorrows, honours without art, 
She pays in tears, redundant from the heart, 
And ſay, what boots it o'er thy hallow'd duſt 
To heap the graven pile, or laurel'd buſt ; 


ine 
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DR. GOLDSMITH. 


Vince by thy hands already rais'd on high, 
e ſee a fabrick tow'ring to the ſky; 

where hand and hand with time, the ſacred lore 
Shall travel on, till nature is no more? 
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With harmleſs mirth the ſocial ſoul to pleaſe. 
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A DIEU, ſweet bard! to each fine feeling true, 
Thy virtues many, and thy foibles few; 


Thoſe form'd to charm e'en vicious minds,—and 
theſe 


Another's woe thy heart could always melt ; 

None gave more free, — for none more deeply felt. 
Sweet bard, adieu! thy own harmonious lays 
Have ſculptur'd out thy monument of praiſe : 


Yes gn 
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Ves, —theſe ſurvive to time's remoteſt day; 
While drops the buſt, and boaſtful tombs decay. 
Reader, if number'd in the Muſe's train, 
0, tune the lyre, and imitate his ſtrain; 
Wut, if no poet thou, reverſe the plan, 
Depart in peace, and 1mitate the man, 


and 
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THE POET LABERIUS, 
A ROMAN KNIGHT, WHOM CASAR FORCED 


UPON THE STAGE, 


PRESERVED BY MACROBIUS.* 


W HAT! no way left to ſhun th' inglorious ſtage, 

And fave from infamy my finking age! 

Scarce hali-alive, oppreſs'd with many a year, 

What in the name of dotage drives me here? 

A time there was, when glory was my guide, 

Nor force nor fraud could turn my ſteps afide; 

Unaw'd by power, and unappal'd by fear, 

With honeſt thrift I held my honour dear: 

But this vile hour diſperſes all my ſtore, 

And all my hoard of honour is no more; 

For ah! too partial to my life's decline, 

| Czfar perſuades, ſubmiſſion muſt be mine; 


* This tranſlation was firſt printed in one of our Author's 
earlieſt works, „ The Preſent State of Learning in Europe.“ 
12mo. 1759. 5 
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Him I obey, whom Heaven itſelf obeys, 5 0 
Hopeleſs of pleaſing, yet intlin'd to pleaſe. W 0: 
Here then at once I welcome every ſhame, - | oo! 
And cancel at threeſcore a life of fame; e 
No more my titles ſhall my children tell, 'z 80 
The old buffoon will fit my name as well; _ NV. 
This day beyond its term my fate extends, 8 


For life is ended when our honour ends. 
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DOUBLE TRANSFORMATION. 


AA I A 


ECLUDED from domeſtic ſtrife, 
Jack Book-worm led a college hte; 
A fellowſhip at twenty-five, 
Made him the happieſt man alive; 
He drank his glaſs, and crack'd his joke, 
And freſhmen wonder'd as he ſpoke. 
Such pleaſures, unallay'd with care, 
Could any accident impair ? 
Could Cupid's ſhaft at length transfix 
Our ſwain arriv'd at thirty-ſix? 
O had the archer ne'er come down 
Io ravage in a country town! 
Or Flavia been content to ſtop 
At triumphs in a Fleet-ſtreet ſhop. = 
Q had 


THE DOUBLE TRANSFORMATION. 


7 O had her eyes forgot to blaze! 


Or Jack had wanted eyes to gaze. 


0 Bhut let exclamation ceaſe, 


Her preſence baniſh'd all his peace. 

So with decorum all things carry'd ; 

Miſs frown'd, and bluſh'd, and then was—married. 
Need we expoſe to vulgar fight 


The raptures of the bridal night ? 


Need we intrude on hallow'd ground, 


Or draw the curtains clos'd around? 
Let it ſuffice, that each had charms ; 


He claſp'd a goddeſs in his arms; 


And, though ſhe felt his uſage rough, 


Yet in a man 'twas well enough. 

The honey-moon like lightning flew, 
The ſecond brought its tranſports too. 
A third, a fourth, were not amiſs, 

The fifth was friendſhip mix'd with bliſs : 
But, when a twelvemonth paſs'd away, 
Jack found his goddeſs made of clay ; 
Found half the charms that deck'd her face 
Aroſe from powder, ſhreds, or lace ; 
But ſtill the worſt remain'd behind, 
That very face had robb'd her mind. 
Skill'd in no other arts was ſhe, 
But dreſſing, patching, repartee ; 


And, juſt as humour roſe or fell, 


By turns a flattern or a belle; 
*Tis true ſhe dreſs'd with modern grace, 


Half naked at a ball or race; 
had 
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But when at home, at board or bed, 
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Five greaſy night-caps wrap'd her head. 
Could ſo much beauty condeſcend, 
To be a dull domeſtic friend? 
Could any curtain lectures bring 
To decency ſo fine a thing? 
In ſhort, by night, *twas fits or fretting ; 
By day, twas gadding or coquetting. 
Fond to be ſeen, ſhe kept a bevy 
Of powder'd coxcombs at her levy ; 
The ſquire and captain took their ſtations, 
And twenty other near relations; _ 
Jack ſuck'd his pipe, and often broke 

A ſigh in ſuffocating ſmoke; 
While all their hours were paſs'd between 

Inſulting repartee or ſpleen. 
I)as as her faults each day were known, 
He thinks her features coarſer grown 
He fancies every vice ſhe ſhews, 
Or thins her lip, or points her noſe : 
Whenever rage or envy riſe, 
How wide her mouth, how wild her eyes! 
He knows not how, but ſo it is, 
Her face is grown a knowing phyz ; 
And, though her fops are wond'rous civil, 
He thinks her ugly as the devil. 

Now, to perplex the ravell'd nooze, 

As each a different way purſues, 
While ſullen or loquacious ſtrite 
Promiſed to hold them on for life, 
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THE DOUBLE TRANSFORMATION. 7 


| That dire diſeaſe, whoſe ruthleſs power 

& Withers the beauty's tranſient flower: 

lo! the ſmall pox, whoſe horrid glare 

Z  Levell'd its terrors at the fair; 

= And, rifling every youthful grace, 

Left but the remnant of a face. 

Ihe glaſs, grown hateful to her fight, 

WE Reflefted now a perfect fright : 

Fach former art ſhe vainly tries 

Jo bring back luſtre to her eyes. 

In vain ſhe tries her paſte and creams, 

To ſmooth her ſkin, or hide its ſeams ; 

Her country beaux and city couſins, 

Lovers no more, flew off by dozens : 

The 'ſquire himſelf was ſeen to yield, 

And ev'n the captain quit the field. 
Poor madam now condemn'd to hack 

The reſt of life with anxious Jack, 

Perceiving others fairly flown, 

Attempted pleaſing him alone. 

Jack ſoon was dazzled to behold 

Her preſent face ſurpaſs the old ; 

With modeſty her cheeks are dy'd, 

Humility diſplaces pride; 

For taudry finery is ſeen 

A perſon ever neatly clean : 

No more preſuming on her ſway, 

She learns good-nature every day; 

Serenely gay, and ftri& in duty, 

Jack finds his wife a perfect beauty. 
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$ GOLDSMITH'S POEMS. 


A NEW f NA 


IN » 


MANNER OH S WI Y I. 


O NG had I ſought in vain to find 
A likeneſs for the ſcribbling kind; 
The modern ſcribbling kind, who write, 
In wit, and ſenſe, and nature's ſpite : 
Till reading, I forget what day on, 
A chapter out of Tooke's Pantheon, 
J think I met with ſomething there, 
To ſuit my purpoſe to a hair; 
But let us not proceed too furious, 
Firſt pleaſe to turn to God Mercurius; 
You'll find him pictur'd at full length 
In book the ſecond, page the tenth : 
The ſtreſs of all my proofs on him J lay, 
And now proceed we to our ſimile. 
Imprimis, pray obſerve his hat, 
Wings upon either ſde mark that. 


Well! what is it from thence we gather? 


Why theſe denote a brain of feather. 
A brain of feather! very right, 
With wit that's flighty, learning light; 
Such as to modern bard's decreed; 
A juſt compariſon, — proceed. 

In the next place, his feet peruſe, 
Wings grow again from both his ſhoes; 


Deſign'd, 


* 


A NEW SIMILE. 


2 Deſign'd, no doubt, their part to bear, 
und waft his godſhip through the air; 


nd here my fimile unites, 


Wor in modern poet's flights, 

m ſure it may be juſtly ſaid, 

Wis feet are uſeful as his head. 

8 Laſtly, vouchſafe t'obſerve his hand, 
WFill'd with a ſnake-incircled wand; 


1 y claſſick authors, term'd caduceus, 


Hund highly fam'd for ſeveral uſes. 
ro wit—moſt wond'rouſly endu'd, 


No poppy water half ſo good; 
por let folks only get a touch, 
ts ſoporific virtue's ſuch, 


hough ne'er ſo much awake before, 


: That quickly they begin to ſnore. 
Add too, what certain writers tell, 


Wich this he drives mens ſouls to hell. 
= Now to apply, begin we then; 

His wand's a modern author's pen 
The ſerpents round about it twin'd, 
Denote him of the reptile kind; 

W Denote the rage with which he writes, 
His frothy ſlaver, venom'd bites ; 
An equal ſemblance ſtill to keep, 

Alike too both conduce to ſleep. 

This difference only as the God 
{Drove ſouls to Tart'rus with his rod, 
Wich his gooſequill the ſcribbling elf, 
Inſtead of others, damns himſelf. 
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And here my ſimile almoſt tript, 

Yet grant a word by way of poſtſcript. 
Moreover, Merc'ry had a failing : 
Well! what of that? out with it—ſtealing; 
In which all modern bards agree, 

Being each as great a thief as he: 

But ev'n this deity's exiſtence 

Shall lend my fimile aſſiſtance. 

Our modern bards! why what a pox 

Are they but ſenſeleſs ſtones and blocks ? 
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A D'ESCRIPTION 
or AN 


AUTHOR'S BED-CHAMBERM 


- 9 - 4 


W HERE the Red Lion ſtaring o'er the way, 
Invites each paſſing ſtranger that can pay; 
Where Calvert's butt, and Parſon's black champaign, 
Regale the drabs and bloods of Drury-lane ; 

There in a lonely room, from bailiffs ſnug, 

The Muſe found Scroggen ſtretch'd beneath a rug; 
A window patch'd with paper, lent a ray, 

That dimly ſhew'd the ſtate in which he lay; 

The ſanded floor that grits beneath the tread ; 

The humid wall with paltry pictures ſpread ; 
The royal game of gooſe was there in view, 
And the twelve rules the royal martyr drew ; 
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i Fhe ſeaſons, fram'd with lifting, found a place, 


4 \nd brave prince William ſhew” d his lamp-black face : 
C e morn was cold, he views with keen deſire 

7 he ruſty grate unconſcious of a fire: 

With beer and milk arrears, the frieze was ſcor'd, 
Z And five crack'd tea cups dreſs'd the chimney board; 
/ A night- cap deck' d his brows inſtead of bay, 

A cap 1 night——a ſtocking all the day! 
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Iz GOLDSMITH'S POEMS. 


1.2.0 31M T3 


A B A L L. A D. 1765. 


The following Letter, addreſſed to the Printer of the 
Sr. James's CHRONICLE, > ok in that Paper, WM. 
in June, 1767. : 


5 1 Ks 0 
S there is nothing I diſlike ſo much as neus. 
paper controverſy, particularly upon trifles, per 
mit me to be as conciſe as poſſible in informing a co. 
reſpondent of yours, that I recommended Blainvilles| 
Travels, becauſe I thought the book was a good one; 
and | think ſo ſtill. I ſaid, I was told by the book: 
ſeller that it was then firſt publiſhed ; but in that, i 
ſeems, I was miſ-iaformed, and my reading was not 
extenſive enough to ſet me right. 
Another correſpondent of yours accuſes me of having 
taken a ballad, I publiſhed ſome time ago, from one“ 
by the ingenious Mr. Percy, I do not think there is 
any great reſemblance between the two pieces in que 
tion. If there be any, his ballad is taken from mine. WW << 
I read it to Mr, Percy, ſome years ago 3 and he (as ve 


* The Friar of Orders Gray. © Reliques of Ancient Poe 1 


bot | 


Vol. II. p. 243. 


THE H E NM 1 r. 3 


Noth conſidered theſe things as trifles at beſt) told me 
ich his uſual good humour, the next time I ſaw him, 
Nhat he had taken my plan to form the fragments of 
bazeſpeare into a ballad of his own. He then read 
Ine his little Cento, if I may fo call it, and I highly 

approved it. Such petty anecdotes as theſe are ſcarce 
Worth printing: and, were it not for the buſy diſpoſi- 
ion of ſome of your correſpondents, the public ſhould 
erer have known that he owes me the hint of his bal- 
1 ad, or that I am obliged to his friendſhip and learn- 
pen Ing for communications of a much more important 
Nature. 1 am, Sir, yours, &c, 


I; 


OLIVER GoLDSMITEH. 


„ TURN, gentle Hermit of the dale, 
« And guide my lonely way, 
To where yon taper chears the vale 
With hoſpitable ray. 


“For here forlorn and loſt I tread, 
With fainting ſteps and ſlow ; 

“ Where wilds, immeaſurably ſpread, 
« deem length'ning as I go.“ 


re is 
queſ. 
nine. Forbear, my ſon,” the Hermit cries, 
« To tempt the dangerous gloom ; 
* For yonder faithleſs phantom flies 


Jo lure thee to thy doom. 
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Here to the houſeleſs child of want 
% My door is open ſtill; 

« And though my portion is but ſcant, 
J give it with good will. 


Then turn to-night, and freely ſhare 
« Whate'er my cell beſtows; 

« My t ruſhy couch and frugal fare, 
«« My bleſſing and repoſe. 


No flocks that range the valley free, 
« To ſlaughter I condemn : 

« Taught by that power that pities me, 
« learn to pity them: 


But from the mountain's grafly ſide 
« A guiltleſs feaſt I bring; 

% A ſcrip with herbs and fruits ſupply'd, 
« And water from the ſpring. 


Then, pilgrim, turn, thy cares forego ; 
« All earth-born cares are wrong : 

« Man wants but little here below, 
«« Nor wants that little long.“ 


Soft as the dew from heaven deſcends, 


His gentle accents tell : 
The modeſt ſtranger lowly bends, 
And follows to the cell. 


Far in a wilderneſs obſcure 
The lonely manſion lay; 

A refuge to the neighb'ring poor, 
And ſtrangers led aſtray, 


\ 


„ ul. 15 
| KN ſtores beneath its humble thatch 


= Requir'd a maſter's care; 

? The wicket op'ning with a latch; 
= Recciv'd the harmleſs pair, 
And now, when buſy crowds retire 
Jo take their evening reſt, 
Ihe Hermit trimm'd his little fire, 
7 And chear'd his penſive gueſt ; 

£ And ſpread his vegetable tore, 

= And gayly preſt, and ſmil'd ; 

2 And, -kill'd in legendary lore, 
Ine lingering hours beguil'd, 
Around in ſympathetic mirth 
Its tricks the kitten tries; 

5 The cricket chirrups 1 in the hearth ; 
he crackling faggot flies. 


0 But nothing could a charm impart 
Io ſoothe a ſtranger's woe; 
For grief was heavy at his heart, 
And tears began to flow. 
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His rifing cares the Hermit ſpy'd, 

= With anſwering care oppreſt : 
And whence, unhappy youth,” he cry'd, 
The ſorrows of thy breaſt ? 


2. *. 
— manned 


From better habitations ſpurn'd, 

« Reluctant doſt thou rove : 

* Or grieve for friendſhip unreturn'd, 
«© Or unregarded love? 
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&« Alas! the joys that fortune kein, 
« Are trifling and decay; 
« And thoſe who prize the paltry things, 
More trifling ſtill than they. 
«« And what 1s friendſhip but a name, 
« A charm that lulls to ſleep; 
« A ſhade that follows wealth or fame, 
« And leaves the wretch to weep ? 


e And love is ſtill an emptier found, 


The modern fair-one's jet : 
« On earth unſeen, or only found 
« To warm the turtle's neſt. 


« For ſhame, fond youth, thy forrows huſh, 
« And ſpurn the ſex,” he ſaid : 


But while he ſpoke, a riſing bluſh 


His love-lorn gueſt betray'd. 


Surpriz'd he ſees new beauties riſe, 
Swift mantling to the view; 

Like colours o'er the morning ſkies, 
As bright, as tranſient too. 


The baſhful look, the riſing breaſt, 


Alternate ſpread alarms : 


The lovely ſtranger ſtands confeſt 


A maid in all her charms. 


« And, ah, forgive a ſtranger rude, 
« A wretch forlorn,” ſhe cry'd; 

«© Whoſe feet unhallow'd thus intrude 
«© Where heaven and you reſide, 
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« But let a maid thy pity ſhare, 

= < Whom love has taught to ſtray ; 

Wbo ſeeks for reſt, but finds deſpair 

Companion of her way. 

5 | « My father liv'd beſide the Tyne, 

b « A wealthy lord was he; | 

And all his wealth was mark'd as mine, 

He had but only me. 
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Jo win me from his tender arms, 

5 „ Unnumber'd ſuitors came; 
Wbo prais'd me for imputed charms, 
5 « And felt, or feign'd a flame. 


— — 


« Each hour a mercenary croud 
With richeſt proffers ſtrove: 
Among the reſt young Edwin bow'd, 
But never talk'd of love. 
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« In humble, ſimpleſt habit clad, 
« No wealth or power had he; 

* Wiſdom and worth were all he had, 
« But theſe were all to me. 


The bloſſom opening to the day, 
The dews of heaven refin'd, 
* Could nought of purity diſplay, 

«© To emulate his mind. 


= © The dew, the bloſſoms of the tree, 
«© With charms inconſtant ſhine 3 
Their charms were his, but wo to me, 
Their conſtancy. was mine. 
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For ſtill I try'd each fickle art, 

«© Importunate and vain ; 

And whule his paſſion rouch'd my heart, 
I triumph'd in his pain. 


Till quite dejected with my ſcorn, 
« He left me to my pride; 

And ſought a ſolitude forlorn 

« In ſecret, where he dy d. 


But mine the ſorrow, mine che fault 


« And well my life ſhall pay; 
PII ſeek the ſolitude he ſought, 
% And ſtretch me where he lay. 


And there forlorn, deſpairing hid, 
I'll lay me down and die; 


Twas ſo for me that Edwin did, 


cc- 


4 And fo for him will J.“ 


Forbid it, heaven! the Hermit cry d. 
And claſp'd her to his breaſt: 


The wondering fair- one turn'd to chide, 


6 


64 


«cs 


"Twas Edwin's ſelf that preſt. 


Turn, Angelina, ever dear, 
«« My charmer, turn to ſee 
Thy own, thy long-loſt Edwin here, 
* Reſtor'd to love and thee, 


Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 
And every care reſign: 
And ſhall we never, never part, 


My lite—my all that's mine. 
1 Co No, 


1 8 1 0 V. 19 


«« No, never, from this hour to part, 
We'll live and love fo true, 

+4 # The ſigh that rends thy conſtant heart, 
4 Shall break thy Edwin's too.“ 


iN 3 EE EF -Q Y 
: 3B 
DEATH OF A MAD POS. 
. G D people all, of every ſort, 
Give ear unto my ſong ; 
And if you find it wonderous ſhort, 
It cannot hold you long. 
In Illing-ton there was a man, 
Of whom the world might ſay, 
That ſtill a godly race he ran, 
Whene'er he went to pray. 
A kind and gentle heart he had, 
To comfort friends and foes ; 


The naked every day he clad, 
When he put on his cloaths, 


And in that town a dog was found, 
As many dogs there be, 
Both mungrel, puppy, whelp, and hound, 
And curs of low degree. 


This dog and man at firſt were friends; 

But when a pique began, | 
The dog, to gain his private ends, 
Went mad, and bit the man. 
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Around from all the neighbouring ftreets, 
The wondering neighbours ran, 
And ſwore the dog had loſt his wits, 


To bite ſo good a man. 


The wound it ſeem'd both ſore and ſad 
To every chriſtian eye; | 

And while they ſwore the dog was mad, 
They ſwore the man would die, 


But ſoon a wonder came to light, 
That ſhew'd the rogues they ly'd, 
The man recover'd of the bite, 
The dog it was that dy'd. 


8 ⏑⏑· ²ʃ! 


W HEN lovely woman ſtoops to folly, 

And finds too late that men betray, 
What charm can ſoothe her melancholy, 
What art can waſh her guilt away ? 


The only art her guilt to cover, 
To hide her ſhame from every eye, 
To give repentance to her lover, 
And wring his boſom—is, to die. 


111 
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PROSPECT OF SOCIETY, 


TO THE REV. HENRY GOLDSMITH. 


DEAR SIR, 

AM ſenſible that the friendſhip between us can ac- 

quire no new force from the ceremontes of a Ded1- 
58 and perhaps it demands an excuſe thus to 
prefix your name to my attempts, which you decline 
giving with your own. But as a part of this Poem 
was formerly written to you from Switzerland, the 
whole can now, with propriety, be only inſcribed to 
you. It will alſo throw a light upon many parts of it, 
when the reader underſtands, that it is addreſſed to a 
man, who, deſpiſing Fame and Fortune, has retired 
early to Happineſs and Obſcurity, with an income of 
forty pounds a year. 

I now perceive, my dear brother, the wiſdom of 
your humble choice. You have entered upon a ſa- 
cred office, where the harveſt is great, and the labourers 
are but few ; while you have left the field of Ambition, 
where the labourers are many, and the harveſt not worth 
carrying away, But of all kinds of ambition, what 

C 3 : from 


DO —— — — .. . ˖ — — . ———— I 5 Cpl” 


— 
ͤ—— : ̃ᷓ ——äõ ũãↄ. — — — — . 


from the refinement 10 the times, from dieren ſyſtem 
of criticiſm, and from the diviſions of party, tha 
which purſues poetical fame is the wildeſt, | 

Poetry makes a principal amuſement among unpo- 


liſhed nations; but in a country verging to the ex. i 


tremes of refinement, Painting and Muſic come in for 
a ſhare. As theſe offer the feeble mind a leſs laborious 
entertainment, they at firſt rival Poetry, and at length 
ſupplant her; they engroſs all that " RENE once ſhewn 


to ber, and, though but younger liſters, ſeize upon the 


elder's birtpright. 
Vet, however this art may be neglected by the pow. 


erful, it is ſtill in greater danger from the miſtaken 


efforts of the learned to improve it. What criticiſms 


have we not heard of late in favour of blank verſe, and 
Pindaric codes, choruſſes, anapeſts and 1ambics, allite- ;| 


rative care and happy negligence! Every abſurdity 
has now a champion to defend i it; and as he is generally 
much im the w rong, ſo he has always much to ſay; tor 
error is ever' talkative, _ R 

But there is an enemy to this art ſtill more Jange- 
Tous, I mean Party, Party cntirely diſtorts the judg- 
ment, and deſtroys the taſte, When the mind is once 


elde with this diſeaſe, it can only find pleaſure in 


what contributes to 1ncreaſe the diſtemper. Like the 
tyger, that ſeldom deſiſts from purſuing man, after hav- 
Ing once preyed upon human fleſh, the reader, who has 


once gratihed his appetite with calumny, makes, ever 
after, the moſt agreeable feaſt upon murdered reputation. 


Such readers generally. admire ſome half-witted thing, 
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who wants to be thought a bold man, having loſt the 
character of a wiſe one. Him they dignify with the 
name of poet: his tawdry lampoons are called ſatires; 
his turbulence is ſaid to be force, and his phrenzy fire. 
What reception a Poem may find, which has neither 
abuſe, party, nor blank verſe to ſupport it, I cannot 
tell, nor am I ſolicitous to know. My aims are right. 
Without eſpouſing the cauſe of -any party, 1 have at- 
tempted to moderate the rage of all. I have endea- 
voured to ſhew, that there may be equal happineſs in 
ſtates, that are differently g governed from our own ; that 
every ſtate has a particular principle of happlncls; and 
that this principle in each may be carried to a miſchie- 
vous exceſs, There are few can judge, better than 
yourſelf, how far theſe poſitions : are illuftrated in this 


Foem. I am, 


p E A * SIR, 
YOUR MOST AFFECTIONATE BROTHER, 


OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 
THE TRAVELLER.* 
R EMO TE, unfriended, melancholy, ſlow, 
Or by the lazy Scheld, or wandering Po; 


Or on ard, where the rude Carinthian boor 
Againſt the houſeleſs ſtranger ſhuts the door; 


* In this poem ſeveral alteratiöns were made, and ſome new 
verſes added, as it paſſed through different editions. — We have 
printed from the nintk, which was the laſt edition publiſhed in 
the life-time of the author, 
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Or where Campania's plain forſaken lies, 5 
A weary waſte expanding to the ſkies; 5 he | 
Where'er I roam, whatever realms to ſee, - 
My heart untravell'd fondly turns to thee : mid 
Still to my brother turns, with ceaſeleſs pain, : 
And drags at each remove a lengthening chain. 


Eternal bleſſings crown my earlieſt friend, Net f. 
And round his dwelling guardian ſaints attend; rv heſ: 
Bleſt be that ſpot, where chearful gueſts retire F 
To pauſe from toil, and trim their evening fire; Wc ult 
Bleſt that abode, where want and pain repair, 1 e gl 
And every ſtranger finds a ready chair:  _ Ve fie 

Bleſt be thoſe feaſts with ſimple plenty crown'd, 35 e 12 
Where all the ruddy family around Ne by 
Laugh at the jeſts or pranks that never fall, -*-- . 

Or ſigh with pity at ſome mournful tale; Crea. 
Or preſs the baſhful ſtranger to his food, 1 As 
And learn the luxury oi doing good, 1 

But me, not deſtin'd ſuch delights to ſhare, Hoa. 
My prime of life in wandering ſpent and care: Vet! 
Impell'd, with ſteps unceaſing, to purſue WT hu: 
Some fleeting good, that mocks me with the view ; Please 

That, like the circle bounding earth and ſkies, yet 


Allures from far, yet, as J follow, flies; 
My fortune leads to traverſe realms alone, | 
And find no ſpot of all the world my own. Pom. 
Ev'n now, where Alpine ſolitudes aſcend, v 
I fit me down a penſive hour to ſpend; 
And, plac'd on high above the ſtorm's career, ; 
Look downward where an hundred realms appear; Whe 
Lakes, 
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Lles, foreſts, cities, plains extending wide, 

The pomp of kings, the ſnepherd's humbler pride. 
= When thus Creation's charms around combine, 

g WA midſt the tore, Mould thankleſs pride repine ? ? 
F.. ſhould the philoſophic mind diſdain 

That good which makes each humbler boſom vain? 
5 Let ſchool- taught pride diſſemble all it can, 

: Frbeſe little things are great to little man; 

: And wiſer he, whoſe {ympathetic mind 

& xults in all the good of all mankind. 

5 e glittering towns, with wealth and ſplendor crown'd ; 
Ne fields, where ſummer ſpreads profuſion round; 
ve lakes, whoſe veſſels catch the buſy gale; 

Ie bending ſwains, that dreſs the flowery vale ; 3 
WFor me your tributary ſtores combine : 

Creation's heir, the world, the world is mine. 

: As ſome lone miſer, viſiting his ſtore, 

BBcnds at his treaſure, counts, recounts it o'er; 4 
Boards after hoards his riſing raptures fill, 

Vet (till he ſighs, for hoards are wanting till : 

I Thus to my breaſt alternate paſſions riſe, 

Pleas'd with each good that heaven to man ſupplies ; 
(ve: oft a figh prevails, and ſorrows fall, 

: o ſee the hoard of human bliſs ſo ſmall ; 

And oft I wiſh, amidſt the ſcene, to find 

H Pome ſpot to real happineſs conſign'd, 

Where my worn ſoul, each wandering hope at reft, 
May gather bliſs to ſee my fellows bleſ. 

| But where to find that happieſt ſpot below, 

Ibo can direct, when all pretend to know ? 
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The ſhadd'ring tenant of the frigid zone 
Boldly proclaims that happieſt ſpot his own ; 
Extols the treaſures of his ſtormy ſeas, . 
And his long nights of revelry and eaſe; 
The naked negro, panting at the line, 
Boaſts of his golden ſands and palmy wine, 
Baſks in the glare, or ſtems the tepid wave, 


And thanks his gods for all the good they gay e. 


Such is the patriot's boaſt, where' er we roam, 

His firſt, beſt country, ever is at home, 

And yet, perhaps, if countries we compare, 

And eſtimate che bleſſings which they ſhare, 

Though patriots flatter, ftill ſhall wiſdom find 

An equal portion dealt to all mankind ; | 

As diiterent good, by art or nature given, 

To different nations makes their bleſſings ev en. 
Nature, a mother kind alike to all, 

Still grants her bliſs at labour's earneſt call; 

With food as well the peaſant is ſupply'd 

On Idra's cliffs as Arno's ſhelvy fide; 

And though the rocky creſted ſummits frown, 


Theſe rocks, by cuſtom, turn to beds of down. 


From art more various are the hleflings ſent ; 

Wealth, commerce, honour, liberty, content. 
Yet theſe each other's power ſo ſtrong conteſt, 
That either ſeems deſtructive of the reſt. 


Where wealth and freedom reign, contentment fails; 
And honour finks where commerce long prevails, 


Hence every ſtate to one lov'd bleſſing prone, 
Conforms and models life to that alone. 


A 
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. ach to the fav'rite happineſs attends, 
5 and ſpurns the plan that aims at other ends ; 
E Pill carried to exceſs in each domain, 
WT his fav'rite good begets peculiar pain. 

S But let us try theſe truths with cloſer eyes, 
WAnd trace them through the proſpect as it lies: 
WHere for a while my proper cares reſign'd, 
ere let me fit in ſorrow for mankind ; 

; Like yon neglected ſhrab at random caſt 
W'That ſhades The ſteep, and ſighs at every blaſt. 
i Far to the right where Appennine aſcends, 
Ipright as the ſummer, Italy extends; 

W its uplands floping deck the mountain's fide, 
Woods over woods in gay theatric pride; 
while oft ſome temple's mould' ring tops between 
Wich venerable grandeur mark the ſcene. 

Could Nature's bounty ſatisfy the breaſt, 

The ſons of Italy were ſurely bleſt. | 

E Whatever fruits in different climes were found, 
That proudly riſe, or humbly court the ground ; 
Whatever blooms in torrid tracts appear, 
& Whoſe bright ſucceſſion decks the varied year; 
Whatever feet ſalute the northern ſky 

With vernal lives, that bloſſom but to die; 
Theſe here diſporting own the kindred ſoil, 
Nor aſk luxuriance from the planter's toil ; 
While ſea-born gales their gelid wings expand 
To winnow fragrance don the ſmiling land. 
But ſmall the bliſs that ſenſe alone Aer, 
And ſenſual bliſs is all the nation knows. 
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In florid beauty groves and fields appear, 

Man ſeems the only growth that dwindles here. 5 
Contraſted faults through all his manners reign: 4 
Though poor, luxurious; though ſubmiſſive, vain; 
Though grave, yet triſling ; zealous, yet untrue; 
And even in penance planning fins anew. 
All eviis here contaminate the mind, 
That opulence departed leaves behind; 
For wealth was theirs, not far remov'd the date, 5 
When commerce proudly flouriſh'd through the ſlate; 
At her command the palace learnt to riſe, 
Again the long-fall'n column ſought the ſkies ; 
"The canvas glow'd beyond e'en Nature warm, 
'The pregnant quarry teem'd with human form. 
Till, more unſteady than the ſouthern gale, 
Commerce on other ſhores diſplay'd her fail ; 
While nought remain'd of all that riches gave, 
But towns unmann'd, and lords without a ſlave : 
And late the nation found with fruitleſs {kill 
Its former ſtrength was but plethoric ill. 
Vet, ſtill the loſs of wealth is here ſupplied 
By arts, the ſplendid wrecks of former pride; 
From theſe the feeble heart and long-fallen mind 
An eaſy compenſation ſeem to find. | 
Here may be ſeen, in bloodleſs pomp array'd, 
The paſte-board triumph and the cavalcade ; 
Proceſſions form'd for piety and love, 

A miſtreſs or a ſaint in every grove. | 
By ſports like theſe are all their cares beguil'd, 
The ſports of children ſatisfy the child; 


2 


FA ar 
5 ach nobler aim; repreſt by long controul, 

Nous ſinks at laſt, or feebly mans the ſoul ; 

EV bile low delights, ſucceeding faſt behind, 

WI, happier meanneſs occupy the mind: 


| £ As in thoſe domes, where Cæſars once bore ſway, 
. Defac'd by time and tott'ring in decay, l | 
ere in the ruin, heedleſs of the dead, þ 
* he ſhelter-ſeeking peaſant builds his ſhed ; { 
nd, wondering man could want the larger pile, 9 
ate; ¶ Pxults, and owns his cottage with a ſmile. 1 
My ſoul turn from them, turn we to ſurvey 1 
here rougher climes a nobler race diſplay, ; 
> here the bleak Swiſs their ſtormy manſion tread, v 
nd force a churliſh ſoil for ſcanty bread ; # 
No product here the barren hills afford, 0 
Wot man and ſteel, the ſoldier and his ſword. [1 
g No vernal blooms their torpid rocks array, : 0 
: But winter lingering chills the lap of May ; 9 
No zephyr fondly fas the mountain's breaſt, 9 
| zut meteors glare, and ſtormy glooms inveſt. 1 
Yet ſtill, even here, content can ſpread a charm, 4 
: Redreſs the clime, and all its rage diſarm. fi 
1 oog poor the peaſant's hut, his feaſts though ſmall, ig 
5 e ſees his little lot the lot of all; | 
Pees no contiguous palace rear its head 9 
4 o ſname the meanneſs of his humble ſhed ; 0 
o coſtly lord the ſumptuous banquet deal i 
7 o make him loath his vegetable meal ; | 
Put calm, and bred in ignorance and toil, 
3 ach wiſh contracting, fits him to the ſoil, 5 
Ea | Chearſul 
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Chearful at morn , he wakes from ſhort repoſe, 

Breathes the keen air, and carols as he goes; 

With patient angle trolls the finny deep, 

Or drives his vent'rous plough- ſnare to the ſteep ; 
Or ſeeks the den where ſnow-tracks mark the way, 

And drags the ſtruggling favage into day. 

At night returning, every labour ſped, 

He fits him down the monarch of a ſhed ; 

Smiles, by his chearful fire, and round ſurveys 

His childrens“ looks, that brighten at the blaze; 

While his lov'd partner, boaltful of her hoard, 

Diſplays her cleanly platter on the board : 

And haply too ſome pilgrim, thither led, 

With many a tale repays the nightly: bed. 
Ihus every good his native wilds impart, 

Imprints the patriot paſſion on his heart; 

And even thoſe ills, that round his manſion riſe, 
Enhance the bliſs his ſcanty fund ſupplies. 

Dear is that ſhed to which his ſoul conforms, 

And dear that hill which lifts him to the ſtorms 

And as a child, when fcaring ſounds moleſt, 

Clings cloſe and cloſer to the mother's breaſt, 

So the loud torrent, and the whirlwind's roar, 

But bind him to his native mountains more. 

Such are the charms to barren ſtates aflign'd ; 

Their wants but few, their wiſhes all confin'd. 

Yet let them only ſhare the praiſes due, 

If few their wants, their pleaſures are but few; 
For every want that ſtimulates the breaſt, 

Becomes a ſource of pleaſure when redreft. 


Whence 


lenee 


hence from ſuch lands each pleaſing ſcience flies, 
Br. fir excites defire, and then ſupplies; 
Unknown to them, when ſenſual pleaſures cloy, 

o fill the languid pauſe with finer joy; 

nknown thoſe powers that raiſe the ſoul to flame, 
Patch every nerve, and vibrate through the frame. 
Erneir level life is but a mouldering fire, 

| Wnquench 'd by want, unfann'd by ſtrong defire ; 
Pafit for raptures, or, if raptures chear 

Dn ſome high feſtival of once a year, 

Ir wild excels the vulgar breaft takes fire, 

in, buried in debauch, the bliſs expire. 

But not their joys alone thus coarſely flow: 

El heir morals, like their pleaſures, are but low, 

er, as refinement ſtops, from fire to ſon 

Pnalter'd, unimprov'd the manners run; 

And love's and friendſhip's finely pointed dart 

all blunted from each indurated heart. 

Pome ſterner virtues o'er the mountain's breaſt 

May fit, like falcons cowering on the neſt; 

Put all the gentler morals, ſuch as play 

Through life's more cultur'd walks, and charm the way, 
Theſe far diſpers'd, on timorous pinions fly, 

o ſport and flutter in a kinder ſky. 

To kinder ſkies, where gentler manners reign, 

| turn; and France diſplays her bright domain. 

ay ſprightly land of mirth and ſocial eaſe, 

Ficas'd with thyſelf, whom all the world can pleaſe, 
ow often have J led thy ſportive choir, 

1th tuneleſs pipe, hende the murmuring Loire? 
Where 
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3 GCGOLDSMITH'S POEMS. 
Where ſhading elms along the margin grew, 
And freſhen'd from the wave the zephyr flew ; 
And haply, though my harſh touch falt'ring ſtill, 
But mock'd all tune, and marr'd the dancer's {kill ; 
Yet would the village praiſe my wonderous power, 
And dance, forgetful of the noon-tide hour. 
Alike all ages. . Dames of ancient days 
Have led their children through the mirthful maze, 
And the gay grandſire, ſkill'd in geſtic lore, 
Has friſk'd beneath the burthen of threeſcore. 

So bleſt a life theſe thoughtleſs realms diſplay, 
Thus idly buſy rolls their world away: 
'Theirs are thoſe arts that mind to mind endear, 
For honour forms the ſocial temper here. 
Honour, that praiſe which real merit gains, 
Or even imaginary worth obtains, 
Here paſſes current; paid from hand to hand, 
Ir ſhifts in ſplendid traffick round the land: 
From courts, to camps, to cottages it ſtrays, 
And all are taught an avarice of praiſe; 

They pleaſe, are pleas'd, they give to get eſteem, 
Till, ſeeming bleſt, they grow to what they ſeem, 
But while this ſofter art their bliſs ſupplies, 

It gives their follies alſo room to riſe; | 
For praiſe too dearly lov'd, or warmly ſought, 

Enfeebles all internal ſtrength of thought, 
And the weak ſoul, within itſelf unbleſt, 

| Leans for all pleaſure on another's breaſt. 
Hence oſtentation here, with tawdry art, 

Pants for the vulgar praiſe which fools impart; 


Her 
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Y Here vanity aſſumes her pert grimace, | 
And trims her robe of frize with copper lace ; 
Here beggar pride defrauds her daily cheer, 
Io boaſt one ſplendid banquet once a year; 
E The mind ſtill turns where ſhifting faſhion draws, 
Nor weighs the ſolid worth of ſelf applauſe, 
# To men of other minds my fancy flies, 
Emboſom'd in the deep where Holland lies. 
7 abi her patient ſons before me ſtand, 
Where the broad ocean leans againſt the land, 
And, ſedulous to ſtop the coming tide, 
Lift the tall rampire's artificial pride. 
Onur ard methinks, and diligently flow, 
Ihe firm connected bulwark ſeems to grow; 
Spreads: its long arms amidſt the watery roar, 
Scoops out an empire, and alrpe the ſhore. 
While the pent ocean riſing o'er the pile, 
: Lees an amphibious world beneath him ſmile ; 
he flow canal, the yellow bloſſom'd vale, 
© The willow tufted bank, the gliding fail, 
The crouded mart, the cultivated plain, 
A new creation reſcu'd from his reign, 
Thus, while around the wave-ſubjected ſoil 
Inpels the native to repeated toil, 
Induſtrious habits in each boſom reign, 
And induſtry begets a love of gain. 
Hence all the good from opulence that ſprings, 
With all thoſe ills ſuperfluous treaſure brings, 
Are here diſplayed. Their much-lov'd wealth imparts 
Convenience, plenty, elegance, and arts; 
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34 GCOLDSMITH'S POEMS, 
But view them cloſer, craft and fraud appear, 
Even liberty itſelf is barter'd here. 


At gold's ſuperior eharms all freedom flies, 


The needy ſell it, and the rich man buys; 

A land of tyrants, and a den of flaves, 

Here wretches ſeek diſhonourable graves, 

And calmly bent, to ſervitude eonform, 

Dull as their lakes that lumber in the ſtorm. 
Heavens! how unlike their Belgie fires of old! 

Rough, poor, content, ungovernably bold; 

War in each breaft, and freedom on each brow ; 


How much unlike the fons of Britain now ! 
Fir'd at the ſound, my genius ſpreads her wing, 


And flies where Britain courts the weſtern ſpring ; 
Where lawns extend that ſcorn Arcadian pride, 
And brighter ſtreams than fam'd Hydaſpis glide, 
There all around the gentleft breezes ſtray, 
There gentle muſic melts on every ſpray ; 
Creation's mildeſt charms are there combin'd, 
Extremes are only in the maſter's mind ! 

Stern o'er each boſom Reaſon holds her ſtate; 
With daring aims irtegularly great ; 

Pride in their port, defiance in their eye, 

I ſee the lords of human kind paſs by; 

Intent on high deſigns, a thoughtful band, 

By forms unfaſhion'd freſh from Nature's hand ; 
Fierce in their native hardineſs of ſoul, 

True to imagin'd right above controul, 


While even the peaſant boaſts theſe rights to ſcan, 


And learns to venerate himſelf as inan. 


'Thine, 
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S Thine, Freedom, thine the bleſüngs pictur'd bere, 

© 'Thine are thoſe charms that dazzle and endear ; 

1 0o bleſt indeed, were ſuch without alloy, 

But foſter'd even by Freedom ills annoy ; 

hat independence Britons prize too, high, 

Keeps man from man, and breaks the ſocial tie 

Ine ſelf dependent lordlings ſtand alone, 

All claims that bind and ſweeten life unknown; 

Here by the bonds of nature feebly held, 

Minds combat minds, repelling and repell'd. 

Ferments ariſe, impriſon'd factions roar, 

. Repreſt ambition ſtruggles round her ſhore, 

Till over-wrought, the general ſyſtem feels 

Its motion ſtop, or phrenzy fire the wheels, 

Nor this the worſt. As nature's ties decay, 

As duty, love, and honour fail to ſway, 

Fictitious bonds, the bonds of wealth and law, 

Still gather ſtrength, and force unwilling awe. 

4 Hence all obedience bows to theſe alone, 

And talent ſinks, and merit weeps unknown; 

Till time may come, when, ſtript of all her charms, 

The land of ſcholars, and the nurſe of arms, 

? Where noble ſtems tranſmit the patriot flame, 

& Where kings have toil'd, and poets wrote for fame, 

One fink of level avarice ſhall lie, 1 
And ſcholars, foldiers, kings, unhonour'd die. 

. Vet think not, thus when Freedom's ills I ſtate, 

I mean to flatter kings, or court the great; 

7 Ye powers of truth, that bid my ſoul aſpire, 

Far from my boſom driye the low deſire; 

: | D 2 And 
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And thou, fair Freedom, taught alike to feel 


'The rabble's rage, and tyrant's angry ſteel ; : - 
'Thou tranſitory flower, alike undone 7 
By proud contempt, or favour's foſtering ſun, L 1 
Still may thy blooms the changeful clime endure, Se 
J only would repreſs them to ſecure; II 
For juſt experience tells, in every ſoil, Se 
That thoſe who think muſt govern thoſe that toil; BY 
And all that freedom's higheſt aims can reach, E A 
Is but to lay proportion'd loads on each. = Br 
Hence, ſhould one order diſproportion'd grow, H. 
Its double weight muſt ruin all below. T. 
O then how blind to all that truth requires, Be 
Who think it freedom when a part aſpires! r 
Calm is my ſoul, nor apt to riſe in arms, | 2 
Except when faſt approaching danger warms: ET, 
But when contending chiefs blockade the throne, EW 
Contracting regal power to ſtretch their own, Ar 
When I behold a factious band agree 4 
To call it freedom when themſelves are free; : Th 
Each wanton judge new penal ſtatutes draw, KK 
Laws grind the peor, and rich men rule the law; A 
The wealth of climes, where ſavage nations roam, IM T1 
Pillag'd from-flaves to purchaſe flaves at home; Ar 
Fear, pity, juſtice, indignation ſtart, MM T 
Tear off reſerve, and bare my ſwelling heart; 8 To 
Till half a patriot, half a coward grown, Ca 


I fly from petty tyrants to the throne, 
Yes, brother, curſe with me that baleful hour, 


When firſt ambition ſtruck at regal power; 
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And thus polluting honour in it's ſource, 

Gare wealth to ſway the mind with double force, 
Have we not ſeen, round Britain's peopled ſhore, 
Her uſeful ſons exchang'd for uſeleſs ore? : 9 
E Seen all her triumphs but deſtruction haſte, 1 N 
lite flaring tapers bright'ning as they waſte 5 | l 
een opulence, her grandeur to maintain, | 
Lead ſtern depopulation in her train, 

And over fields where ſcatter'd hamlets roſe, 

In barren ſolitary pomp repoſe ? 

Have we not ſeen at pleaſure's lordly call, 

Ihe ſmiling long-frequented village fall? 

E Bcheld the duteous ſon, the fire decay'd, 

The modeſt matron, and the bluſhing maid, 

Forc'd from their homes, a melancholy train, 

| To traverſe climes beyond the weſtern main; 

Where wild Oſwego ſpreads her ſwamps around, 
And Niagara ſtuns with thund'ring ſound ? 

Even now, perhaps, as there ſome pilgrim ſtrays 

| Through tangled foreſts, and through dangerous ways ; 
Where beaſts with man divided empire claim, 

And the brown Indian marks with murd'rous aim; 

| There, while above the giddy tempeſt flies, 

| And all around diftreſsful yells ariſe, 

The penſive exile, bending with his woe, 

Io ſtop too fearful, and too faint to go, 

Caſts a long look where England's glories ſhine, 

And bids his boſom ſympathize with mine. 

Vain, very vain, my weary ſearch to find 

| That bliſs which only centers in the mind ; 
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Why have I ſtray'd, from pleaſure and repoſe, 
To ſeek a good each government beſtows? 

In every government, though terrors reign, 
Though tyrant kings, or tyrant laws reſtrain, 
How ſmall of all that human Hearts endure, 
That part which laws or kings can cauſe or cure, 
Still to ourſelves in every place conſign'd, 

Our own felicity. we make or find: 

With ſecret courſe, which no loud ſtorms annoy, 
Glides the ſmooth current of domeſtic joy, 

The lifted ax, the agonizing wheel, 

Luke's iron crown, and Damien's bed of ſteel, 
To men remote from power but rarely known, 
Leave reaſon, faith, and conſcience, all our own. 
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. r ——— roms on 2 


Iro SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS 


DEAR SIR, 


: I” AN have no expectations in an addreſs of this 


kind, either to add to your reputation, or to eſtab- 


uin my own. You can gain nothing from my admira- 
ö tion, as I am ignorant of that art in which you are ſaid 
to excel; and I may loſe much by the ſeverity of your 
judgment, as few have a juſter taſte in poetry than you. | 
| Setting intereſt therefore aſide, to which I never paid 
much attention, I muſt be indulged at preſent in fol- 
E lowing my affections. The only dedication I ever 
made was to my brother, becauſe I loved him better 
than moſt other men. He is ſince dead. Permit me 
to inſcribe this poem to you. 


How far you may be pleaſed with the verſification 


and meer mechanical parts of this attempt, I do not 
pretend to 1nquire ; but I know you will object (and 
indeed ſeveral of our beſt and wiſeſt friends concur in 
| the opinion) that the depopulation it deplores is no 
| where to be ſeen, and the diſorders it laments are only 
to be found in the poet's own imagination. To this I 
can ſcarce make any other anſwer than that I ſincerely 
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believe what I have written; that I have taken al 
poſſible pains, in my country excurſions, for theſe fgy; 
or five years paſt, to be certain of what J allege, and 


that all my views and inquiries have led me to belies 
thoſe miſeries real, which I here attempt to diſplay, Whe 
But this is not the place to enter into an inquiry, whe. And 
ther the country be depopulating, or not; the diſcuſſion Wt Dea 
would take up much room, and I ſhould prove myſelf, i Seat 
at beſt, an indifferent politician, to tire the reader with WM Ho 
a a long preface, when I want his unfatigued attention WM wy, 
to along poem, | ; Hoy 
In regretting the depopulation of the country, I Abe 
inveigh againſt the increaſe of our luxuries ; and here I Ahe 
alſo I expect the ſhout of modern politicians againk The 
me. For twenty or thirty years paſt, it has been the Wi he 
faſhion to conſider luxury as one of the greateſt national N por 
advantages; and all the wiſdom of antiquity in tha Wi Hon 
particular, as erroneous. Still, however, I muſt fe. Wh 
main a profeſſed ancient on that head, and continue u Ane 
think thoſe luxuries prejudicial to ſtates, by which Led 
many vices are introduced, and ſo many kingdoms have i | Wh 
been undone. Indeed ſo much has been poured out e Th: 
late on the other ſide of the queſtion, that, meerly for BW Ane 
the ſake of novelty and variety, one would ſometime Ane 
wiſh to be in the right. I am, Ane 
DEAR SIR, W Duc 

YOUR SINCERE FRIEND, The 

AND ARDENT ADMIRER, By 

OLIVER GOLDSMITE WW 8 

WI 
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nd SWEET Avsvurn! lovelieſt village of the plain, 
eie Where health and plenty cheer'd the labouring iwain, 
ay, Where ſmiling ſpring its earlieſt viſit paid, 

be. : And parting ſummer's ling' ring blooms delay'd. 

on Dear lovely bowers of innocence and eaſe, 

eli, seats of my youth, when every ſport could pleaſe, 
How often have I loiter'd o'er thy green, 

Where humble happineſs endear'd each ſcene! 

How often have I paus'd on every charm, 

Ide ſhelter'd cot, the cultivated farm, 

| The never-failing brook, the buſy mill, 

The decent church that topt the neighb'ring hill, 

| | The hawthorn buſh, with ſeats beneath the ſhade, 
For talking age and whiſp'ring lovers made! 

How often have I bleſt the coming day, 

when toil remitting lent its turn to play, 

And all the village train, from labour free, 

Led up their ſports beneath the ſpreading tree, 
While many a paſtime circled in the ſhade, 

The young contending as the old ſurvey'd ; 

And many a gambol frolick'd o'er the ground, 

And ſleights of art and feats of ſtrength went round. 
And ftill as each repeated pleaſure tir'd, 
Vucceeding ſports the mirthful band inſpir'd ; 
The dancing pair that ſimply ſought renown, 
By holding out, to tire each other down; 
Ide ſwain miſtruſtleſs of his ſmutted face, 

| While fecret laughter titter'd round the place; 
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The baſhful virgin's fide- long looks of love, 
The matron's glance that would thoſe looks reprove, 
Theſe were thy charms, ſweet village! ſports like ther, I, 
With ſweet ſucceſſion, taught ev'n toil to pleaſe; 5 
Theſe round thy bowers their chearful influence ſhed, 
Theſe were thy charms—But all theſe charms are fled, 
Sweet ſmiling village, lovelieſt of the lawn, 
Thy ſports are fled, and all thy charms withdrawn; 
Amidſt thy bowers the tyrant's hand is ſeen, 
And deſolation ſaddens all thy green: 
One only maſter graſps the whole domain, 
And half a tillage ſtints thy ſmiling plain; 
No more thy glaſſy brook reflects the day, 
But, choak'd with ſedges, works its weedy way; 
Along thy glades, a ſolitary gueſt, 
The hollow ſounding bittern guards its neſt; 
Amidſt thy deſert walks the lapwing flies, 
And tires their echoes with unvary'd cries. 
Sunk are thy bowers in ſhapeleſs ruin all, 
And the long graſs o'ertops the mould'ring wall, 
And, trembling, ſhrinking from the ſpoiler's hand, 
Far, far away thy children leave the land. 
III fares the land, to haſt'ning ills a prey, 
Where wealth accumulates, and men decay ; 
Princes and lords may flouriſh, or may fade; 
A breath can make them, as a breath has made: 
But a bold peaſantry, their country's pride, 
When once deſtroy'd, can never be ſupply'd. 
A time there was, ere England's griefs began, 
When every rood of ground maintain'd its man; 


Fl 
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; For him light labour ſpread her wholeſome ſtore, 


3 Luſt gave what life requir d, but gave no more: 


His beſt companions, innocence and health; 

; And his beſt riches, ignorance of wealth. 

Fut times are alter d; trade's unfeeling train 
5 Uſurp the land and diſpoſſeſs the ſwain ; 

F Along the lawn, where ſcatter'd bannen roſe, 


= Unwieldy wealth, and cumb'rous pomp repoſe ; . 


; And every want to luxury ally'd, 
And every pang that folly pays to pride. 


E Theſe gentle hours that plenty bade to bloom, 
3 Thoſe calm deſires that aſk'd but little room, 


& Thoſe healthful ſports that grac'd the peaceful ſcene, 

3 Liv'd in each look, and brighten'd all the green; 

i Theſe, far departing, ſeek a kinder ſhore, 

And rural mirth and manners are no more. 
Sweet AUBURN ! parent of the bliſsful hour, 

E ry glades forlorn confeſs the tyrant's power. 

Here, as I take my ſolitary rounds, 

Amidſt thy tangling walks, and ruin'd grounds, 

And, many a year elaps'd, return to view 

E Where once the cottage ſtood, the hawthorn grew, 

Remembrance wakes with all her buſy train, 
wells at my breaſt, and turns the paſt to pain. 

In all my wand'rings round this world of care, 


In all my griefs and God has giv'n my ſhare— 


I ſtill had hopes my lateſt hours to crown, 
Amidſt theſe humble bowers to lay me down; 
Tro huſband out life's taper at the cloſe, 

And keep the flame from waſting by repoſe : 
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I ſtill had hopes, for pride attends us ſtil}, 
Amidſt the ſwains to ſhew my book-learn'd ſkill, 
| Around my fire an evening group to draw, 
And tell of all I felt, and all I ſaw; 
And, as an hare whom hounds and horns purſue, 
Pants to the place from whence at firſt he flew, 
I ſtill had hopes, my long vexations paſt, 
Here to return—and die at home at laſt. 

O bleſt retirement, friend to life's decline, 
Retreats from care, that never muſt be mine, 
How bleſt is he who crowns in ſhades like theſe, 
A youth of labour with an age of eaſe ; 

Who quits a world where ſtrong temptations try, 

And, fince 'tis hard to combat, learns to fly! 
For him no wretches, born to work and weep, 

Explore the mine, or tempt the dang'rous deep ; 

No ſurly porter ſtands in guilty ſtate, 

To ipurn imploring famine from the gate; 

But on he moves to meet his latter end, 

Angels around befriending virtue's friend; 
Sinks to the grave with unperceiv'd decay, 
While reſignation gently ſlopes the way; 

And, all his proſpects bright'ning to the laſt, 
His Heaven commences ere the world be paſt! 

Sweet was the ſound, when oft at ev'ning's cloſe, 
Up yonder hill the village murmur roſe ; 

There, as I paſt with careleſs ſteps and flow, 
The mingling notes came ſoften'd from below ; 

The ſwain reſponſive as the milk-maid ſung, 

The ſober herd that low'd to meet their young; 
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N Ine noiſy geeſe that gabbled o'er the pool, 
8 re playful children juſt let looſe from ſchool ; 


F* the loud laugh that ſpoke the vacant mind ; 

P heſe all in ſweet confuſion ſought the ſhade, 
20 611'd each pauſe the nightingale had made. 
Wot now the ſounds of population fail, 

N cheerful murmurs fluctuate in the gale, 

3 Ko buſy ſteps the graſs-grown foot-way tread, 
MBit all the bloomy fluſh of life is fled. 

: Wl but yon widow'd, ſolitary thing, 

That feebly bends beſide the plaſhy ſpring ; 

: Pee, wretched matron, forc'd, in age, for bread, 
o trip the brook with mantling creſſes ſpread, 

o pick her wintry faggot from the thorn, 

'0 ſeek her nightly ſhed, and weep till morn; 

Poe only left of all the harmleſs train, 

be ſad hiſtorian of the penſive plain. 

Near yonder copſe, where once the garden ſmil'd, 
5 nd fill where many a garden flower grows wild; 
Where, where a few torn ſhrubs the place diſcloſe, 
Ehe village preacher's modeſt manſion roſe. | 
\ man he was, to all the country dear, 

nd paſſing rich with forty pounds a year; 

1 emote from towns he ran his godly race, 

Nor ere had chang'd, nor wiſh'd to change his place 
A ſnkillful he to fawn, or ſeek for power, 

Py doctrines faſhion'd to the varying hour; 

Fer other aims his heart had learn'd to prize, 
ore bent to raiſe the wretched than to riſe. 
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His houſe was known to all the vagrant train, 
He chid their wand'rings, but rehev'd their pain, 
The long-remember'd beggar was his gueſt, 
Whoſe beard deſcending ſwept his aged breaſt ; 
'The ruin'd ſpendthrift, now no longer proud, 
Claim'd kindred there, and had his claims allow'd; 
The broken ſoldier, kindly bade to ftay, 

Sate by his fire, and talk'd the night away; 
Wept o'er his wounds, or tales of ſorrow done, ” 
Shoulder'd his crutch, and ſhew'd how fields were wail 
Pleas'd with his gueſts, the good man learn'd to gloy, 5 | 
And quite forgot their vices in their woe ; ® 
Careleſs their merits, or their faults to ſcan, 
His pity gave ere charity began. 

Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride, 
And even his failings lean'd to Virtue's fide; . 
But in his duty prompt at every call, Erner 
He watch'd and wept, he pray'd and felt, for all, 
And, as a bird each fond endearment tries, 


To tempt its new-fledg'd offspring to the ſkies ; ne 
He tried each art, reprov'd each dull delay, wen 
Allur'd to brighter worlds, and led the way. EThe 

Beſide the bed where parting life was laid, roll 


And ſorrow, guilt, and pain, by turns diſmay d, At a 
The rev'rend champion ſtood, At his controul, | 
Deſpair and anguiſh fled the ſtruggling ſoul ; 
Comfort came down the trembling wretch to raiſe, 
And his laſt fault'ring accents whiſper'd praiſe. 
At church, with meek and unaffected grace, 
His looks adorn'd the venerable place; | 
Trac 
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ruth from his lips prevail'd with double ſway, 
E F. And fools, who came to ſcoff, remain'd to Pray. 

| F- Fl he ſervice paſt, around the pious man, 

With ready zeal, each honeſt ruſtic 1 ran; 


E Und hack d his gown, to hang the ood mn man's ſmile. 
2 is ready ſmile a parent's warmth expreſt, 
5 Their welfare pleas'd him, and their cares diſtreſt; 
Z | o them his heart, his love, his griefs were given, 
hut all his ſerious thoughts had reſt in heaven. 
lon WA ſome tall cliff that lifts its awful form, 
12 from the vale, and midway leaves the ſtorm, 
bon round its breaſt the rolling clouds are ſpread, 
Eternal ſunſhine ſettles on its head. 
x Beſide yon ſtraggling fence that ſkirts the way, 
With bloſſom'd furze unprofitably gay, 
EThere, in his noiſy manſion, ſkill'd to rule, 
r he village maſter taught his little ſchool ; 
9 man ſevere he was, and ſtern to view, 
I knew him well, and every truant knew; 
. Wel had the boding tremblers learn'd to trace 
The day's diſaſters in his morning face; 
4 Full well they laugh'd with counterfeited glee 
Fo all his jokes, for many a joke had he; 
WF ull well the buſy whiſper circling round, 
Convey'd the diſmal tidings when he frown'd ; 
Ne he was kind, or if ſevere in aught, 
The love he bore to learning was in fault; 
r. he village all declar'd how much he knew; 
Twas certain he could write, and ey pher too; 


Trug 


Lands 


: 


* 
> LS 
— — 


_— E "4X 


— 


— ” 
— — 2 


2 


1 
of 
4 


by 
| 
U 
* 
* 
! 
ot 
1 


—"— ˙ ˙—ͤ 9 


5 = i 


. . p Le" Va" fa eG 


= + <5 = 


| 
| 


43 GOLDSMITH*'S POEMS. 


Lands he could meaſure, terms and tides preſage, 
And even the ſtory ran that he could guage : 
In arguing too, the parſon own'd his ſkill, 
For even though vanquiſh'd, he could argue till, 
While words of learned length, and thund'ring ſound, 
Amaz'd the gazing ruſtics rang'd around, 
And ſtill they gaz'd, and ſtill the wonder grew, 
That one ſmall head could carry all he knew. 

But paſt is all his fame. 'The very ſpot 
Where many a time he triumph'd, 1s forgot. 
Near yonder thorn, that lifts its head on high, 
Where once the ſign-poſt caught the paſling eye, 


Low lies that houſe where nut- brown draughts inſpiry, 


Where grey-beard mirth, and ſmiling toil retir'd, 

Where village ſtateſmen talk'd with looks profound, 

And news much older than their ale went round, 

Imagination fondly ſtoops to trace 

The parlour ſplendors of that feſtive place; 

The white-waſh'd wall, the nicely ſanded floor, 

The varniſh'd clock that click'd behind the door; 

The cheſt contriv'd a double debt to pay, 

A bed by night, a cheſt of drawers by day ; 

The pictures plac'd for ornament and uſe, 

The twelve good rules, the royal game of gooſe; 

The hearth, except when winter chill'd the day, 

With aſpen boughs, and flowers and fennel gay, 

While broken tea-cups, wiſely kept for ſhew, 

| Rang'd o'er the chimney, gliſten'd in a row. 
Vain tranſitory ſplendor! could not all 

Reprieve the tott'ring manſion from it's fall! 
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Wo cure it ſinks, nor ſhall it more pare 
; Wan hour's importance to the poor man's heart; 
Whither no more the peaſant ſhall repair, 
lo ſweet oblivion of his daily care; 

No more the farmer's news, the barber's tale, 
No more the wood-man's ballad ſhall prevail; 
No more the ſmith his duſky brow ſhall clear, 
. Relax his pond'rous ſtrength, and lean to hear; 
ne hoſt himſelf no longer ſhall be found 

| Careful to ſee the mantling bliſs go round; 

4 Nor the coy maid, half willing to be preſt, 

1 5 Shall kiſs the cup to paſs it to the reſt. 

1rd, Ves! let the rich deride, the proud diſdain, 
5 WT heſe ſimple bleſſings of the lowly train, 

lo me more dear, congenial to my heart, 
WOne native charm, than all the gloſs of art; 

WE pontancous Joys, where Nature has its play, 
he ſoul adopts, and owns their firſt-born ſway: 
E Light) they frolic o'er the vacant mind, 

E [Unenvy'd, unmoleſted, unconfin'd. 

Wt the long pomp, the midnight 8 
Vrin all the freaks of wanton wealth array'd, 
Wn theſe, ere triflers half their wiſh obtain, 

i he toiling pleaſure ſickens into pain; 

ud, even while faſhion's brighteſt arts decoy, 
he heart diftruſting aſks, if this be Joy ? 

Ye friends to truth, ye ſtateſmen who ſurvey 
he rich man's joys encreaſe, the poor's decay, 
lis yours to judge, how wide the limits ſtand 
petween a ſplendid and an happy land, 
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Proud ſwells the tide with loads of freighted ore, 
And ſhouting Folly hails them from her ſhore; 
Hoards, even beyond the miſer's wiſh abound, 

And rich men flock from all the world around, 

Yet count our gains. This wealth is but a name 
That leaves our uſeful product ſtill the ſame, 

Not ſo the loſs. The man of wealth and pride, 
Takes up a ſpace that many poor ſupply'd ; 

Space for his lake, his park's extended bounds, 
Space for his horſes, equipage and hounds ; 

The robe that wraps his limbs in ſilken floth, 

Has robb'd the neighbouring fields of half their growth; 
His ſeat, where ſolitary ſports are ſeen, I 
Indignant ſpurns the cottage from the green ; 

Around the world each needful produtt flies, 
For all the luxuries the world ſupplies. 
While thus the land adorn'd for pleaſure all 
In barren ſplendor feebly waits the fall. 
As ſome fair female unadorn'd and plain, 
Secure to pleaſe while youth confirms her reign; 
Slights every borrow'd charm that dreſs ſupplies, 
Nor ſhares with art the triumph of her eyes : 
But when thoſe charms are paſt, for charms are fra, 
When time advances, and when lovers fail, 
She then ſhines forth, ſolicitous to bleſs, 
In all the glaring impotence of dreſs. 
'Thus fares the land, by luxury betray'd, 
In nature's ſimpleſt charms at firſt array'd, 
But verging to decline, its ſplendors riſe, 
Its viſtas ſtrike, its palaces ſurpriſe ; 
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| whit, ſcourg'd by famine from the ſmiling land, 
Tube mournful peaſant leads his humble band; 

and while he ſinks, without one arm to ſave, 

| The country blooms—a garden, and a grave. 

= Where then, ah! where ſhall poverty reſide, 

3 | To (cape the preſſure of contiguous pride ? 

If to ſome common's fenceleſs limits ſtray'd, 

Ne drives his flock to pick the ſcanty blade, 

© Thoſe fenceleſs fields the ſons of wealth divide, 

I And even the bare-worn common is deny'd. 

| If to the city ſped—What waits him there ? 

: | To ſee profuſion that he muſt not ſhare; 

© To ſee ten thouſand baneful arts combin'd 

Þ o pamper luxury, and thin mankind ; 

| To ſee each joy the ſons of pleaſure know, 
rel from his fellow-creature's woe. 

| Here, while the courtier glitters in brocade, 

© There the pale artiſt plies the ſickly trade; 

| Hee, while the proud their long- drawn pomps diſplay, ; 
© There the black gibbet glooms beſide the way. 

| The dome where Pleaſure holds her midnight reign, 
| Here, richly deckt, admits the gorgeous train ; 

4 umultuous grandeur crouds the blazing ſquare, 

| The rattling chariots claſh, the torches glare. 

Sure icenes like theſe no troubles ere annoy ! 

| Sure theſe denote one univerſal joy ! 

| Are theſe thy ſerious thoughts—Ah, turn thine eyes 
| iy here the poor houſeleſs ſhiv'ring female lies, 

| She once, perhaps, in village plenty bleſt, 

Has wept at tales of innocence diſtreſt; 
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Her modeſt looks the cottage might adorn, 

Sweet as the primroſe peeps beneath the thorn; 

Now loſt to all; her friends, her virtue fled, 

Near her betrayer's door ſhe lays her head, 

And, pinch'd with cold, and ſhrinking from the ſhower, 
With heavy heart deplores that luckleſs hour, 

When 1dly firſt, ambitious of the town, 

She left her wheel and robes of country brown, 

Do thine, ſweet AuBuRN, thine, the lovelieſt train, 
Do thy fair tribes participate her pain ? 

Even now, perhaps, by cold and hunger led, 
At proud mens doors they aſk a little bread ! 

Ah, no. To diſtant climes, a dreary ſcene, 
Where half the convex world intrudes between, 
Through torrid tracts with fainting ſteps they go, 
Where wild Altama murmurs to their woe. 

Far different there from all that charm'd before, 
The various terrors of that horrid ſhore ; 

Thoſe blazing ſuns that dart a downward ray, 
And fiercely ſhed intolerable day; 
Thoſe matted woods where birds forget to ſing, 
But ſilent bats in drowſy cluſters cling 

Thoſe pois'nous fields with rank 5 crown'd, 

Where the dark ſcorpion gathers death around; 
Where at each ſtep the ſtranger fears to wake 
The rattling terrors of the vengeful ſnake ; 
Where crouching tigers wait their hapleſs prey, 
And ſavage men more murd'rous ſtill than they; 
While oft in whirls the mad tornado flies, 


Vingling the ravag'd landſcape with the ſkies. 
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Par different theſe from every former ſcene, 
Wh he cooling brook, the grafly veſted green, 
Ihe breezy covert of the warbling grove, | 
IJ That only ſhelter'd thefts of harmleſs love. 


Good Heaven! what ſorrows gloom'd that parting day, 


|. That call'd them from their native walks away; 

3 When the poor exiles, every pleaſure paſt, 

Hung round the bowers, and fondly look'd their laſt, 
Y And took a long farewel, and wiſh'd in vain 

2 For ſeats like theſe beyond the weſtern main ; 

And ſhudd'ring {till to face the diſtant deep, 

5 Return'd and wept, and ſtill return'd to weep. 

3 The good old fire, the firſt prepar'd to go! 


To new-found worlds, and wept for other's woe; 


But for himſelf, in conſcious virtue brave, 


He only wiſh'd for worlds beyond the grave. 
His lovely daughter, lovelier in her tears, 
The fond companion of his helpleſs years, 
Silent went next, neglectful of her charms, 
And left a lover's for a father's arms. 


With louder plaints the mother ſpoke her woes, 


And bleſt the cot where every pleaſure roſe; 
And kiſt her thoughtleſs babes with many a tear, 
And claſpt them cloſe, in ſorrow doubly dear; 
Whilſt her fond huſband ſtrove to lend relief 
In all the filent manlineſs of grief. 

O, luxury! thou curſt by heaven's decree, 
How ill exchang'd are things like theſe for thee! 
How do thy potions with inſidious joy, 
D;#uſe their pleaſures only to deſtroy ! 

E 3 Kingdoms 
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| Kingdoms by thee, to ſickly greatneſs grown, 
Boaſt of a florid vigour not their own. 
At every draught more large and large they grow, 
A bloated maſs of rank unwieldy woe; 
Till ſapp'd their ſtrength, and every part unſound, 
Down, down they fink, and ſpread a ruin round, 

Even now the devaſtation 1s begun, 

And half the buſineſs of deſtruction done ; 
Even now, methinks, as pond'ring here I ſtand, 
I fee the rural virtues leave the land. 
Down where yon anchoring veſlel ſpreads the ſail 
That idly waiting flaps with every gale, 
Downward they move, a melancholy band, 
Paſs from the ſhore, and darken all the ſtrand. 
Contented toil, and hoſpitable care, 
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; And kind connubiaal tenderneſs, are there; 5 

| | And piety with wiſhes plac'd above, F 
| And fteady loyalty, and faithful love. 8 
i And thou, ſweet Poetry, thou lovelieſt maid, BY 
| Still firſt to fly where ſenſual joys invade ; 3 gs 
ih Unfit in theſe degen'rate times of ſhame, N 

| { To catch the heart, or ſtrike for honeſt fame; ** 
f Dear charming nymph, neglected and decry'd, 18 
| þ My ſhame in crouds, my ſolitary pride. 7 Say 
i Thou ſource of all my bliſs, and all my woe, Y 4 
1 That found'ſt me poor at firſt, and keep'ſt me ſo; I Al 
| Thou guide, by which the nobler arts excel, E 
| f = 
5 Thou nurſe of every virtue, fare thee well, i 
| | Farewel, and O! where'er thy voice be try'd, 9 1 
| On Torno's cliffs, or Pambamarca's fide, bi 
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E Whether where equinoctial fervours glow, 
Or winter wraps the polar world in ſnow, 


Still let thy voice, prevailing over time, 


EZ Redreſs the rigours of th' inclement clime; 

Aid lighted truth, with thy perſuaſive ftrain 

4 Teach erring man to ſpurn the rage of gain; 

J Teach him, that ſtates of native ſtrength poſleſt, 
an very poor, may ſtill be very bleſt; 

That trade's proud empire haſtes to ſwift decay, 

5 ocean ſweeps the labour'd mole away; 

hile ſelf-dependent power can time defy, 

5 rocks reſiſt the billows and the ſky. 
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4 8 AY, cruel Iris, pretty rake, 
* Dear Mercenary beauty, 
W. hat annual off ring ſhall I make 
Expreſſive of my duty ? 


55 heart, a victim to thine eyes, 
Should I at once deliver, 

4 Say, would the angry fair-one prize 
© The gift, who lights the giver ? 


. A bill, a jewel, watch, or toy, 
My rivals give—and let em. 
If gems, or gold, import a joy, 
I'll give them when I get em. 
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I'll give—but not the full-blown roſe, 
Or roſe-bud more in faſhion ; 
Such ſhort-liv'd off rings but diſcloſe 


A tranſitory paſſion, 


I'll give thee ſomething yet unpaid, 
Not leſs fincere, than civil: 
I'Il give thee—ah! too charming maid, 
Fll give thee— to the devil. 


E PIT APH ON DR. PARN ELI. 


HIS tomb inſcribed to gentle Pax XELI's name, 
May ſpeak our gratitude, but not his fame. 
What heart but feels his ſweetly-moral lay, 
That leads to truth through pleaſure's flowery way? 
Celeſtial themes conteſs'd his tuneful aid; 
And heaven, that lent him genius, was repaid. 
Needleſs to him the tribute we beſtow, 
The tranſitory breath of fame below: 
More laſting rapture from his works ſhall riſe, 
While converts thank their poet in the ſkies, 


EPILOGUE TO THE COMEDY oO 
THE SISTERS. 


HAT? five long acts and all to make us witer! i 
Our authoreſs ſure has wanted an adviſer. 
Had ſhe conſulted me, ſhe ſhould: have made 
Her moral play a ſpeaking maſquerade; 

3 war e Warm'd 
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; Warm'd up each buſtling ſcene, and in her rage 
| E Haye emptied all the green-room on the ſtage. 
$ * life on't, this had kept her play from ſinking 

Have pleas'd our eyes, and ſav'd the pain of thinking. 

5 Vel. ſince ſhe thus has ſhewn her want of ſkill, 

WE What if I give a maſquerade ?—TI will. 

W But how? ay, there's the rub! [| payfpng]—T've got my 
cue: 

I The world's a maſquerade! the maſquers, you, you, 
you. [To Boxes, Pit, and Gallery. 

Lad! what a group the motley ſcene diſcloſes ! 

Falſe wits, falſe wives, falſe virgins, and falſe ſpouſes! 

; stateſmen with bridles on; and, cloſe beſide em, 

8 | Patriots in party-colour'd ſuits that ride 'em. 

3 There Hebes, turn'd of fifty, try once more 

ro raiſe a flame in Cupids of threeſcore. 

Theſe in their turn, with appetites as keen, 

Deſerting fifty, faſten on fifteen. 

Mis, not yet full fifteen, with fire uncommon, 
Flings down her ſampler, and takes up the woman! 
Ihe little urchin ſmiles, and ſpreads her lure, 

And tries to kill, ere ſne's got power to cure, 

Thus tis with all- their chief and conſtant care 

I. to ſeem every thing but what they are. 

Von broad, bold, angry ſpark, I fix my eye on, 

Who ſeems t' have robb'd his vizor from the lion; 
ier! Wuo frowns, and talks, and ſwears, with round EY 
Looking, as who ſhould ſay, dam'me! who's afraid ? 


[1M imicking, 


Strip but this vizor off, and ſure I am 
md You'll find his lionſhip a very lamb, 3 
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Yon politician, famous in debate, 

Perhaps, to vulgar eyes, beſtrides the ſtate ; 
Yet, when he deigns his real ſhape t' aſſume, 
He turns old woman, and beſtrides a broom. 
Yon patriot, too, who preſſes on your fight, 
And ſeems to every gazer, all in white, 

Tf with a bribe his candour you attack, 

He bows, turns round, and whip—the man is black' 
Yon critic, too—but whither do I run ? 

If I proceed, our bard will be undone ! 

Well then a truce, ſince ſhe requeſts it too: 
Do you ſpare her, and T'll for once ſpare you, 
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E TORD CLARE wi 


IT HANKS, my lord, for your veniſon, for finer 

1 or fatter 

Nerer rang'd in a foreſt, or ſinoak'd in a platter; 

a haunch was a picture for painters to ſtudy, 

Ehe fat was ſo white, and the lean was ſo ruddy ; 

on my ſtomach was arp, I could ſcarce W re- 
gretting, 

br, ſpoil ſuch a delicate picture bs eating 

had thoughts, in my chambers, to * it in view, 

To be ſhewn to my friends as a piece of virtu; 

s in ſome Iriſh houſes, where things are ſo ſo, 

One gammon of bacon hangs up for a ſhow : 

But, for eating a raſher of what they take pride in, 

1! They'd as ſoon think of eating the pan it is try'd in. 

But hold—let me pauſe—don't I hear you pronounce, 

FThis tale of the bacon's a damnable bounce ; 

Well, ſuppoſe it a bounce—ſure a poet may try, 

Wy a bounce now and then, to get courage to fly. 

} | | But, 
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1 
But, my lord, it's no bounce : I proteſt in my tun, 16 1 
It's a truth—and your lordſhip may aſk Mr. Burn.“ bs oh 
To go on with my tale—as I gaz'd on the haunch; * 
J thought of a friend that was truſty and ſtaunch, o WC 
So I cut it, and ſent it to Reynolds undreſt, You 
'To paint 1t, or eat 1t, juſt as he lik'd beft. 
Of. the neck and the breaſt I had next to diſpoſe; 5 ac 
"Twas a neck and a breaſt that might rival Monroes: ad, 
But in parting with theſe I was puzzled again, Ire w. 
With the how, and the who, and the where, and tt at 
when. Inden 
There's H—d, and C—y, and H—rth, and Hf ere, 
J think they love veniſon—T know they love beef. Not 
There's my countryman Higgins—Oh ! let him al nus 
For making a blunder, or picking a bone. Nat 
But hang it to poets who ſeldom can eat, [of 
Your very good mutton's a very good treat ; La + 
Such dainties to them their health it might hurt, "RT 
It's like ſending them ruffles, when wanting a ſhirt. Net ] 
While thus I debated, 1n reverie center'd, 3 
An acquaintance, a friend as he call'd himſelf, enter di hou 
An under-bred, fine-ſpoken fellow was he, 0 ne 
And he ſmil'd as he look'd at the veniſon and me. Wh dro: 
«© What have we got here ?—Why this is good eating WI 
Your own I ſuppoſe—or is it in waiting ?” Act 
« Why whoſe ſhould it be ? cried I with a flounce, vf 
I get theſe things often; but that was a bounce: With 
Some lords, my acquaintance, that ſettle the nation, 
Are pleas'd to be kind—but I hate oftentation.” . 


* Lord Clare's nephew. 
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« [f that be the caſe then, cried he, very gay, 
I'm glad 1 have taken this houſe in my way. 
To-morrow you take a poor dinner with me; 
No words—T infiſt on't—preciſely at three - 
Nell have Johnſon, and Burke, all the wits will be 
| there ; | | 
My acquaintance is ſlight, or I'd aſk my lord Clare. 
And, now that I think on't, as I am a ſinner! 
re wanted this veniſon to make out the dinner. 
What ſay you—a paſty, it ſhall, and it muſt, 
And my wife, little Kitty, is famous for cruſt. 
Here, porter—this veniſon with me to Mile-end; 
No ſtirring I beg—my dear friend—my dear friend!“ 
hus ſnatching his hat, he bruſht off like the wind, 
And the porter and eatables follow'd behind. 

Left alone to reflect, having emptied my ſhelf, 

And © nobody with me at ſea but myſelf ;” * 
Tho' I could not help thinking my gentleman haſty, 
Wet Johnſon, and Burke, and a good veniſon paſty, 
Were things that I never diſlik'd in my life, 

Though clogg'd with a coxcomb, and Kitty his wife. 
do next day in due ſplendour to make my approach, 
| drove to his door in my own hackney-coach. 
ting When come to the place where we all were to dine, 

A chair-lumber'd cloſet juſt twelve feet by nine :) 


ct, friend bade me welcome, but ſtruck me quite dumb, 
With tidings that Johnſon, and Burke would not come; 
ion, 


| * See the letters that paſſed between his royal highneſs Henry 
uke of Cumberland, and lady Groſvenor— 120. 1769. 
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« For I knew it,” he cried, * both eternally fail, 

The one with his ſpeeches, and t'other with Thrale; IIIe's! 
But no matter, I'll warrant we'll make up the party, Ibere 
With two full as clever, and ten times as hearty, don' 
The one is a Scotchman, the other a Jew, „ WI 
They both of them merry, and authors like you; bod, 


We 
. *. 
] While 
With 
A viſ 
WW ak 
But v 
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The one writes the Snarler, the other the Scourge; 
Some thinks he writes Cinna—he owns to Panurge,” 
While thus he deſcribed them by trade and by name, 
They enter'd, and dinner was ſerv'd as they came, 
At the top a fried liver, and bacon were ſeen, 
At the bottom was tripe, in a ſwinging tureen ; 
At the ſides there was ſpinnage and pudding made hot; 
In the middle a place where the paſty—was not. 
Now, my lord, as for tripe it's my utter averſion, 
And your bacon J hate like a Turk or a Perſian, 
So there J fat ſtuck, like a horſe in a pound, 
While the bacon and liver went merrily round : 
But what vex'd me moſt, was that d——'d Scottih 


rogue, Jo { 
With his long-winded | ſpeeches, his ſmiles and hi {You 

brogue, Are 
* cc Pa e quoth he, may this bit be my poiſo, At |: 
A prettier dinner I never ſet eyes on; That 
Pray a ſlice of your liver, though may I be curſt, So, 
But I've eat of your tripe, till I'm ready to burſt,” ou 


The tripe, quoth the Jew, with his chocolate chetk 

J could dine on this tripe ſeven days in the week: 

like theſe here dinners ſo pretty and ſmall ; 

But your triend there, the doctor, eats nothing at all. 
« Ooh! 
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% Ooh! quoth my friend, he'll come on in a trice, 
ile's keeping a corner for ſomething that's nice: 

„ rbere's a paſty”'—** a paſty! repeated the Jew ; 
don't care, if I keep a corner for't too. ? 

E What the de'il, mon, a paſty ! re-echo'd the Scot ; 
E'Though ſplitting, I'II full keep a corner for that.“ 

„% We'll all keep a corner, the lady cried out ;” 

„ We'll all keep a corner was echo'd about.“ 

While thus we reſolv'd, and the paſty delay'd, 

I Vith looks that quite petrified, enter'd the maid ; 

A riſage ſo ſad, and ſo pale with affright, 

Wak'd Priam in drawing his curtains by night. 

But we quickly found out, for who could miſtake her? 
r hat ſhe came with ſome terrible news from the baker: 
And ſo it fell out, for that negligent ſloven, 

. Had ſhut out the paſty on ſhutting his oven, 

Sad Philomel thus—but let ſimilies drop 

And now that I think on 't, the ſtory may ſtop. 

[To be plain, my good lord, it's but labour miſplac'd, 
To ſend ſuch good verſes to one of your taſte ; 

You've got an odd ſomething—a kind of diſcerning— 
A reliſh—a taſte—ſicken'd over by learning; 

At leaſt, it's your temper, as very well known, 

That you think very ſlightly of all that's your own: 
So, perhaps, in your habits of thinking amiſs, 

Vou may make a miſtake, and think lightly of this. 
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FROM THE ORATORIO OF TH: 


CAPTIVI 1 F. 
S O N G. 
HE wretch condemn'd with life to part, 
> Still, fill on hope relies; 

And ev'ry pang that rends the dead 

Bids expectation riſe. 
Hope, like the glimm'ring taper's light, 

Adorns and cheers the way; 


And ſtill, as darker grows the night, 
Emits a brighter ray. 


7 0 Ne 


Memory! thou fond deceiver, 
Still importunate and vain, 
T o former joys, recurring ever, 


And turning all the paſt to pain; 


Thou, like the world, the oppreſt oppreſſing, 
Thuy ſmiles increaſe the wretch's woe; 
And he who wants each other bleſling, 
In thee muſt ever find a foe. 25 


T HH ron. 
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THE CLOWN'S REPLY. 


OHN TROTT was defired by two witty peers, 
To tell them the reaſon why aſſes had ears? 


« An't pleaſe you, quoth John, “I'm not en to 
| 6 letters, 

Nor dare I pretend to know more than my betters, 
„ Howe'er from this time J ſhall ne'er ſee your graces, 
% As I hope to be ſav'd! without thinking on alles, * 

Edinburgh, 1753. 


oo) 


EPITAPH ON EDWARD PURDOMN. * 


ö H ERE lies poor NED PUR DON, from miſery freed, 
[ . Who long was a bookſeller's hack ; 

le led ſuch a damnable life in this world,— 

I don't think he'll wiſh to come back. 


ANY 
ON THE GLORY OF HER SEX, 


MRS. MARY BLAIZE. 
B29 people all, with one accord, 


Lament for madam Blaize, 
Who never wanted a good word 
From thoſe who ſpoke her praiſe. 


* This gentleman was educated at Trinity College, Dublin ; 
but having waſted his patrimony, he enliſted as a foot ſoldier. 
| Growing tired of that employment, he obtained his diſcharge, 


and became a ſcribbler in the news- "Paper. He tranſlated Vol- 
taire's HEnrIADE, 
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The needy ſeldom paſs'd her door, 
And always found her kind ; 


She freely Ient to all the poor, 


Who left a pledge behind. 


She ftrove the neighbourhood to pleaſe, 
With manners wond'rous winning; 

And never follow'd wicked ways, 
Valeſs when ſhe was ſinning. 


At church, in filks and ſatins new, 
With hoop of monſtrous fize ; 

She never ſlumber'd in her pew,— 
But when ſhe ſhut her eyes. 


Her love was ſought, I do aver, 
By twenty beaux and more; 
The king himſelf has follow'd her,— 
When ſhe has walk'd before. 


But now her wealth and finery fled, 
Her hangers-on cut ſhort all; 


The doctors found, when ſhe was dead. 


Her laſt diſorder mortal. 


Let us lament, in ſorrow ſore, 
For Kent-ſtreet well may ſay, 

That had ſhe hved a twelvemonth more,— 
She had not dy'd-to-day. 
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F old, when Scarron his companions invited, 
Each gueſt brought his diſh, and the feaſt was 
united, | 
If our + landlord ſupplies us with beef, and with fiſh, 
et each gueſt bring himſelf, and he brings the beſt 
| diſh : 
Our 1 dean ſhall be veniſon, juſt freſh from the plains; 
Our d Burke ſhall be tongue, with a garniſh of brains; 
[Our || Will ſhall be wild fowl, of excellent flavour, 


And J Dick with his pepper ſhall heighten their ſavour: 


* Firſt printed in 1774, after the author's death. Dr. Gold- 
ſmith and ſome of his friends occafionally dined at the St. 
E James's Coffee-houſe—One day it was propoſed to write epitaphs 

on him, His country, diale&, and perſon, furniſhed ſubjects of 
witiciſm. He was called on for RETALIAT1oN, and at their 
next meeting, produced the following poem. 

+ The maſter of the St. James's Coffee-houſe, where the 
doctor, and the friends he has characterized in this poem, occa- 
fonally dined. ; | | 
Doctor Barnard, dean of Derry in Ireland. 

Mr. Edmund Burke. 


Mr. William Burke, late ſecretary tö general Conway, and 
member for Bedwin. 


Mr. Richard Burke, collector of Granada. | 
F 2 Our 
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Our * Cumberland's fwect-bread its place ſhall obtaz, Met! 
And + Douglas is pudding, ſubſtantial and plain: Mat 


Our 4 Garrick's a ſallad; for in him we ſee | He 
Oil, vinegar, ſugar, and ſaltneſs agree: Ne { 
To make out the dinner, full certain I am, WV ho, 
That 5 Ridge is anchovy, and || Reynolds is lamb. Mund 
That J Hickey's a capon, and, by the ſame rule, Mbou 
Magnanimous Goldſmith, a gooſberry fool. | 
At a dinner ſo various, at ſuch a repaſt, Io pe 
Who'd not be a glutton, and ftick to the laſt ? a 
Here, waiter, more wine, let me fit while Tam able, Ind 
Till all my companions fink under the table; 
Then, with chaos and blunders encircling my head, Mbou 
Let me ponder, and tell what I think of the dead, 9 ! 
Here lies the good ** dean, re- united to earth, era 
Who mixt reaſon with pleaſure, and wiſdom with mint nd t 
If he had any faults, he has left us in doubt, Þ ſho 
At leaſt, in fix weeks, I could not find em out; el 
He 
* Mr. Richard Cumberland, author of the Weſt - India, While 
Faſhionable Lover, the Brothers, and other dramatic pieces. he p 
Doctor Douglas, canon of Windſor, an ingenious ScotolMis cc 
gentleman, who has no leſs diſtinguiſhed himſelf as a citizen till a; 
the world, than a ſound critic, in detecting ſeveral literary nity . c. 
takes (or rather forgeries) of his countrymen ; particulalſ Voule 
Lauder on Milton, and Bower's Hiſtory of the Popes. 7M 
1 David Garrick, eſq; 
& Counſellor John Ridge, a gentleman belonging to the lil 
bar. | 
| Sir Joſhua Reynolds. ; 8 
¶ An eminent attorney. by 


** Vide page 67. 


rer d 6g 


Vet ſome have declar'd, and i it can't be denied 'em, 
at ſiy-boots was curſedly cunning to hide em. 
Here lies our good“ Edmund, whoſe genius was ſuch, 
e ſcarcely can pid it, or blame it too much; 

Who, born for the univerſe, narrow'd his mind, 

und to party gave up what was meant for mankind. 

| hough fraught with all learning, IN ſtraining his 
throat, 

To perſuade f Tommy Townſhend to lend him a vote 
Ino, too deep for his hearers, ſtill went on refining, 
und thought of convincing, while they thought of 
dining ; 

Though equal to all things, for all things unfit, 


„* 


oo nice for a ſtateſman, too proud for a wit: 
\ Nora patriot too cool; for a drudge, diſobedient ; 
mir! nd too fond of the right to purſue the expedient. 


I ſhort, *twas his fate, unemploy'd, or in place, fir, 

To eat mutton cold, and cut blocks with a razor. 

Here lies honeſt | William, whoſe heart was a mint, 

Thile the owner ne'er knew half the good that was in't; 

he pupil of impulſe, it forc'd him along, 

1s conduct ſtill right, with his argument wrong; 

til aiming at honour, yet fearing to roam, 

he coachman was tipſey, the chariot drove home ; 

Would you aſk for his merits? alas! he had none; 

tat was good was ſpontaneous, his faults were his 
own, 
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* Vide page 67. | 
+ Mr. T. Townſhend, member for Whitchurch. 
} Vide page 67, 
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In ſhort, ſo provoking a devil was Dick, 


As often we wiſh'd to have Dick back again. 


His fools have their follies ſo loſt in a crowd 
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Here lies honeſt Richard, whoſe fate I muſt figh x 
Alas, that ſuch frolic ſhould now be ſo quiet! 
What ſpirits were his! what wit and what whim! 
* Now breaking a jeſt, and now breaking a limb! 
Now wrangling and grumbling to keep up the ball ! 
Now teazing and vexing, yet laughing at all! 


That we wiſh'd him full ten times a day at old nick; 
But, miſſing his mirth and agreeable vein, 


Here + Cumberland hes, having acted his parts, 
The Terence of England, the mender of hearts; 
A flattering painter, who made it his care 
To draw men as they ought to be, not as they are, 
His gallants are all faultleſs, his women divine, 
And comedy wonders at being ſo fine; 
Like a tragedy queen he has dizen'd her out, 
Or rather like tragedy giving a rout. 


Of virtues and feelings, that folly grows proud, 
And coxcombs alike in their failings alone, 
Adopting his portraits are pleas'd with their own, 
Say, where has our poet this malady caught ? 
Or, wherefore his characters thus without fault? 


* Mr. Richard Burke ; vide page 67. This gentleman har- 
ing lightly fractured one of his arms and legs, at different times 
the doctor has rallied him on thoſe accidents, as a kind of reti. 
butive juſtice for breaking his jeſts upon other people. 


+ Vide page 68. 
Say, 


> TALIATLION 7 


by, was it that vainly directing his view 

o find out mens virtues, and finding them few, 

Duite fick of purſuing each weckiilome elf, 

Ee grew lazy at laſt, and drew from himſelf ? 

Here“ Douglas retires from his toils to relax, 

he ſcourge of impoſtors, the terror of quacks : 

ome, all ye quack bards, and ye quacking divines, 

ome, and dance on the ſpot where your tyrant re- 

clines ; 

Vhen ſatire and cenſure encircled his 1 

fear d for your ſafety, I fear'd for my own; 

zut now he is gone, and we want a detector, 

Dur + Dodds ſhall be pious. our 4 + Kenricks {hall lec- 
ture; 

| Macpherſon write bombaſt, and call it a ſty le, 

Dur || Townſhend make ſpeeches, and I ſhall compile; 

New 4 Lauders and Bowers the Tweed ſhall croſs over, 

o countryman living their tricks to diſcover ; 

Detection her taper ſhall quench to a ſpark, 

And Scotchman meet Scotchman and cheat in the dark. 

Here lies ** David Garrick, deſcribe me who can, 

n abridgement of all that was pleaſant in man; 

\s an actor, conteſt without rival to ſhine ; 

\s a wit, if not firſt, in the very firſt line: 


Vat; 


* Vide page 68. 
T The Rev. Dr, Dodd, 
Dr. Kenrick, who read lectures at the Devil tavern, under 
e title of © The School of Shakeſpeare.” 
James Macpherſon, eſq; who lately, from the mere force of 
us ſtyle, wrote down the firſt poet of all antiquity. 
| Vide page 69. 4q Vide page 68, * Vide page 68. 
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Yet, with talents like theſe, and an excellent heart, 

The man had his failings, a dupe to his art. 

Like an ill-judging beauty, his colours he ſpread, * A, 

And beplatter'd with rouge, his own. natural red. 

On the ſtage he was natural, ſimple, affecting; 

*Twas only that, when he was off, he was acting. 

With no reaſon on earth to go out of his way, 

He turn'd and he varied full ten times a-day : 

Though ſecure of our hearts, yet confoundedly fick, 

If they were not his own by fineſſing and trick: 

He caſt off his friends, as a huntſman his pack, 

For he knew when he pleas'd he could whiſtle them back, 

Of praiſe a mere glutton, he ſwallow'd what came, 

And the puff of a dunce, he miſtook it for fame; 

Till his reliſ grown callous, almoſt to diſeaſe, 

Who pepper'd the higheſt, was ſureſt to pleaſe. 

But let us be candid, and ſpeak out our mind, 

If dunces applauded, he paid them in kind. 

Ye *® Kenricks, ye + Kellys, and 4 Woodfalls ſo grare, 

What a commerce was yours, at you got and you 
gave? 

How did Grub- ſtreet re- echo the ſhouts that you rais d, 

While he was be-Roſcius'd, and you were beprais'd? 

But peace to his ſpirit, wherever it flies, | 

To act as an angel, and mix with the ſkies: 


* Vide page 717. 

+ Mr. Hugh Kelly, author of Falſe Delicacy, Word to tht 
Wiſe, Clementina, School for Wives, &c. &c. 

1 Mr, William Woodfall, printer of the Morning Chronicle. 
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' Thoſe poets, who owe their beſt fame to his ſkill, 
[ Shall ſtill be his flatterers, go where he will. 
014 Shakeſpeare, receive him, with praiſe and with love, 
| And Beaumonts and Bens be his Kellys above. 
Here“ Hickey reclines, a moſt blunt, pleaſant creature, 
And ſlander itſelf muſt allow him good mature: 
He cheriſh'd his friend, and he reliſh'd a bumper; 
| Yet one fault he had, and that one was a thumper. 
| Perhaps you may aſk if the man was a miſer: 
| anſwer, no, no, for he always was wiſer : 
| Too courteous, perhaps, or obligingly flat ? 
His very worlt foe can't accuſe him of that: 
perhaps he confided in men as they go, 
And ſo was too fooliſhly honeſt ? ah no! 
Then what was his failing ? come tell it, and burn ye,— 
He was, could he help it? a ſpecial attorney. 
Here + Reynolds is laid, and, to tell you my mind, 
He has not left a wiſer or better behind; 
His pencil was ſtriking, reſiſtleſs and grand; 
His manners were gentle, complying and bland ; 
Still born to improve us in every part, 
His pencil our faces, his manners our heart: 
To coxcombs averſe, yet moſt civily ſteering, 
When they judg'd without ſkill he was ſtill hard of 
hearing : | 
| When they talk'd of their Raphaels, Corregios and ſtuff, 
| He ſhifted his ? trumpet, and only took ſnuff, 
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* Vide page 68. | + Ibid. 
1 Sir Joſhua Reynolds is ſo remarkably deaf as to be under 
the neceſſity of uſing an ear-trumpet in company. 
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ͤͥ ù ͥ 
AFTER the fourth edition of this poem was 
printed, the publiſher received the following epitaph 


on * Mr. Whitefoord, from a friend of the late doctor 
Golaſmith. 


HERE Whitefoord reclines, and deny it who can, 
Though he merrily lived, he is now a grave man: 
Rare compound of oddity, frolic and fun! 
| Who reliſh'd a joke, and rejoic'd in a pun; 

Whoſe temper was generous, open, fincere ; 

A ſtranger to flatt'ry, a ſtranger to fear; 

Who ſcatter'd around wit and humour at will; 
Whoſe daily bons mots half a column might fill: 

A Scotchman, from pride and from prejudice free; 
A ſcholar, yet ſurely no pedant was he. 

What pity, alas! that ſo lib'ral a mind 
Should fo long be to news- paper eſſays confin'd ! 
Who perhaps to the ſummit of ſcience could ſoar, 

Yet content “ if the table he ſet in a roar ;” 
Whoſe talents to fill any ſtation was fit, 
Yer happy if Woodfall | confeſs'd him a wit. 

Ye news paper W ye pert ſcribbling folks! 
Who copied his ſquibs, and re-echoed his jokes; 


* Mr. Caleb Whitefoord, author of many humerous eſſays, 

＋ Mr. W. was ſo notorious a punſter, that doctor Goldſmith 
uſed to ſay it was impoſſible to keep him company, without de- 
ing infected with the itch of punning. 

1 Mr. H. S. Woodfall, printer of the Public Advertiſer. 
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Ye tame imitators, ye ſervile herd, come, 

Still follow your maſter, and viſit his tomb: 

ro deck it, bring with you feſtoons of the vine, 
And copious libations beſtow on his ſhrine ; 

Then ſtrew all around it (you can do no leſs) 


| * Croſs-readings, ſpip-news, and miſtakes of the preſs. 


Merry Whitefoord, farewel! for thy ſake I admit 
That a Scot may have humour, I had almoſt ſaid wit: 
This debt to thy mem'ry I cannot refuſe, 
Thou beſt humour'd man with the worſt humour'd 

% mule,” 


C 


INTENDED TO HAVE BEEN SUNG IN THE COMEDY 


OF © SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER.” T 


H, me! when ſhall J marry me? 
Lovers are plenty ; but fail to relieve me. 


He, fond youth, that could carry me, 


Offers to love, but means to deceive me. 


But 


* Mr. Whitefoord has frequently indulged. the town with 
humorous pieces under thoſe titles in the Public Advertiſer. 

T © Sir, Iſend you a ſmall production of the late Dr. Goldſmith, 
which has never been publiſhed, and which might perhaps have 
been totally loſt, had I not ſecured it. He intended it as a ſong 
in the character of Miſs Hardcaſtle, in his admirable comedy 


of é“ She Stcops to Conquer,” but it was left out, as Mrs. 
WF Bulkley, who play'd the part, did not fing. He ſung it himſelf, 


in private companies, very agreeably, The tune is a pretty Iriſh 
ar, called ““ The Humours of Balamagairy,” to which he told 
me 
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But I will rally and combat the ruiner: 

Not a look, not a ſmile ſhall my paſſion diſcover, 
She that gives all to the falſe one purſuing her, 
Makes but a penitent, and loſes a lover. 


PROLOGUE, TO ZOBEIDE: 
A TRAGEDY: 
EDS WRITTEN BY | 
JOSEPH CRADOCK, ESQ. 


ACTED AT THE THEATRE-ROYAL, COVENT 


GARDEN, 1772. 


SPOKEN BY MR. QUICK, 


N theſe bold times, when Learning's ſons explore, 
The diſtant climates, and the ſavage ſhore ; 
When wiſe aftronomers to India fteer, 
And quit for Venus many a brighter here; 
While bofaniſts, all cold to {miles and dimpling, 
Forſake the fair, and patiently—go ſimpling. 


me he found it very difficult to adapt words ; but he has ſucceeded 
very happily in theſe few lines. As I could fing the tune, and 
was fond of them, he was ſo good as to give me them, about a 
year ago, juſt as I was leaving London, and bidding him adieu 
for that ſeaſon, little apprehending that it was a laſt farewel. I 
preſerve this little relic, in his own hand writing, with an 
afteCtionate care. I am, Sir, your humble ſervant, 


James BoswII.“ 
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And apples, bitter 8 firew the ground : 
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Our bard into the general ſpirit enters, 
And fits his little frigate for adventures, 
With Scythian ſtores, and trinkets deeply laden, 
He this way ſteers his courſe, in hopes of trading 


Yet ere he lands he 'as order'd me before, 
To make an obſervation on the ſhore. 


| Where are we driven? our reckoning ſure is loſt! 
| This ſeems a rocky and a dangerous coaſt. 


Lord, what a ſultry climate am J under! 
Yon 1 cloud ſeems big with thunder: 
(Upper gallery.) 
There mangroves ſpread, and larger than I've ſeen em. 
(Pit. 


| Here trees of ſtately ſfize—and billing turtles in em 


(Balconies.) 


Here ill conditioned oranges abound | (Stage,) 


[ Taſting them. 


| The inhabitants are canibals I fear: 


[ heard a hifling—there are ſerpents here! 


O, there the people are—belt keep my diſtance 
| Our Captain (gentle natives) craves aſſiſtance; 
| Our ſhip's well ſtor'd in yonder creek we've laid her, 


His honour is no mercenary trader. 

This is his firſt adventure, lend him aid, 

And we may chance to drive a thriving trade. 

His goods, he hopes, are prime, and brought from far, 

Equally fit for gallantry and war. 

What, no reply to promiſes ſo ample ? 

—['d bet ſtep back—and erder up a ſample, 
E PI- 
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tL F100 US 
sroR EN BY 
MA LEE LEWES 
IN THE CHARACTER OF HARLEQUIN, AT Bi 


BENEFIT, 


H OLD! Prompter, hold! a word before you 
—— nonſenſe ; 
I'd ſpeak a word or two, to eaſe my conſcience, 
My pride forbids it ever ſhould be ſaid, 
My heels eclips'd the honours of my head ; 
'That I found humour in a pyeball veſt, 
Or ever thought that jumping was a jeſt. 

[Takes of his mah, 
Whence, and what art thou, viſionary birth? 
Nature diſowns, and reaſon ſcorns thy mirth, 
In thy black aſpe& every paſſion ſleeps, 
The joy that dimples, and the woe that weeps. 
How haſt thou fill'd the ſcene with all thy brood, 
Of fools purſuing, and of fools purſu'd ! 
Whoſe ins and outs no ray of ſenſe diſcloſes, 
Whole only plot it is to break our noſes ; 
Whilſt from below the trap-door Demons riſe, 
And from above the dangling deities ; 
And ſhall I mix in this unhallow'd crew? 
May roſin'd lightning blaſt me, if I do! 
No-! will act, F'll vindicate the ſtage: 
Shakeſpeare himſelf ſhall feel my tragic rage. 


Of, 
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Of! off! vile trappings! a new paſſion reigns! 

The mad'ning monarch revels in my veins. 

Oh! for a Richard's voice to catch the theme : 

Give me another horſe! bind up my wounds !—ſoft— 
*twas but a dream. 

Aye, 'twas but a dream, for now there's no retreating ; 

If I ceaſe Harlequin, I ceaſe from eating. 

"Twas thus that Aſop's ſtag, a creature blameleſs, 

| Yet ſomething vain, like one that ſhall be nameleſs, 

Once on the margin of a fountain ſtood, 

| And cavill'd at his image in the flood. 

The deuce confound,” he cries, cc theſe drum-ſtick 
% banks, 

«© They never have my gratitude nor thanks ; : 

| « They're perfectly diſgraceful! ſtrike me dead! 

it But for a head, yes, yes, I have a head. 

Ho piercing is that eye! how ſleek that brow ! 

« My horns! I'm told horns are the faſhion now.“ 

Whilft thus he ſpoke, aſtoniſh'd ! to his view, 

Near, and more near, the hounds and huntſmen drew. 

Hoicks ! hark forward! came thundering from behind, 

He bounds aloft, outſtrips the fleeting wind: 

He quits the woods, and tries the beaten ways; 

He ſtarts, he pants, he takes the circling maze. 

At length his filly head, ſo priz'd before, 

Is taught his former folly to deplore; _ 

Whilſt his ſtrong limbs conſpire to ſet him free, 

And at one bound he ſaves himſelf, like me. 

[Taking a jump through the lebe dur. 


YOUr 


maſk, 


THE 


8%) GOLDSMITH'S POE MS. 
| THE | 
LOGICIANS REFUTE) 
IN IMITATION OF DEAN SWIFT 


OGICIANS have but ill defin'd 
As rational the human mind ; 
Reaſon, they ſay, belongs to man, 
But let them prove it if they can. 
Wiſe Ariftotle and Smigleſius, 
By Ratiocinations ſpecious, 


Have ſtrove to prove with great preciſion, n 
With definition and diviſion, o 
Homo eſt ratione preditum; No 
But for my ſoul I cannot credit em. | No 
And muſt in ſpite of them maintain, bo 
That man and all his ways are vain; | No 
And that this boaſted lord of nature, | Bru 

Is both a weak and erring creature, | No 
That inſtinct is a ſurer guide, Of 
Than reaſon- boaſting mortals pride; | Cor 
And that brute beaſts are far before em, | Lik 
Deus eſi anima brutorum, An 
Whoever knew an honeſt brute, | But 

At law his neighbour proſecute, A 

* This Imitation having originally been adopted by M8 Bet 
Faulkner as a genuine Poem by Swift, it has been reprinted u Up 
every ſubſequent edition of the Dean's Poems; ; and was not di- Vie 
covered till it was too late to take it out of the preſent editim Ap 

| See Vol, XLIII, p. 205, NV 


Bring 
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Bring action for aſſault and battery, 

Or friend beguile with lies and flattery. 

Oer plains they ramble unconfin'd, 

No politics diſturb their mind; 

They eat their meals, and take their ſport, 

Nor know who's in or out at court; 

They never to the levee go CD 

To treat as deareſt friend, a foe: 
They never importune his grace, 

Nor ever cringe to men in place; 

Nor undertake a dirty job, 

Nor draw the quill to write for Bob, 

Fraught with invective they ne'er go, 

To folks at Pater-noſter Row: 

No judges, fidlers, dancing maſters, 

No pick- pockets, or poetaſters, 

Are known to honeſt quadrupeeds, 

No ſingle brute his ſellows leads. 

| Brutes never meet in bloody fray, 

| Nor cut each others throat for pay. 

Of beaſts, it is confeſs'd, the ape 

| Comes neareſt us in human ſhape, 

| Like man he 1mitates each faſhion; 

| And malice is his ruling paſſion : 

But both in malice and grimaces, 

A courtier any ape ſurpaſſes. 
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He promiſes with equal air, 

And to perform takes equal care. 

He in his turn finds imitators, 
At court, the porters, lacques, waiters, 
Their maſter's manners till contract, 
And footmen, lords and dukes can act. 
Thus at the court, both great and ſmall, 
Behave alike, for all ape all. 


1 AK IN G T QUE B-E& 


A MIDST the clamour of exulting joys, 
Which triumph forces from the patriot heart; 


_ Grief dares to mingle her ſoul-piercing voice, 
And quells the raptures which from pleaſures ſtart, 


O, Wolfe, to thee a ſtreaming flood of woe, 
Sighing we pay, and think e'en conqueſt dear: 

Quebec in vain ſhall teach our breaſt to glow, 
Whillt thy ſad fate extorts the heart-wrung tear, 


Alive the foe thy dreadful vigour fled, 
And ſaw thee fall with joy-pronouncing eyes: 
Yet they ſhall know thou conquereſt, though dead! 
Since from thy tomb a thouſand heroes riſe, 


ON £ 


That 


ON A BEAUTIFUL YOUTH STRUCK BLIND 
BY LIGHTNING. 


IMITATED FROM THE SPANISH; 


URE 'twas by Providence defign* d, 


Rather in pity, than in hate, 
hat he ſhou'd be, like Cupid blind, 
| To fave him from Narciflus' fate. 


FVV 


EE PING, murmuring, complaining, 
Loſt to every gay delight; 
Myra, too ſincere for feigning, 
| Fears th' approaching bridal night. 


t; 


art, 


Yet why impair thy bright perfection? 
| Or dim thy beauty with a tear ? 

Had Myra follow'd my direction, 

| dhe long had wanted cauſe of fear. 
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INSCRIBED TO MR. POPE, 1733. 


& I from my ſoul ſincerely hate 
« Both Kings and Miniſters of State.“ 
SWIF Te 
HILE cringing crouds at faithleſs levees wait, 
Fond to be fools of fame, or ſlaves of ſtate ; 
And others, ſtudious to increaſe their ſtore, 
Plough the rough ocean for Peruvian ore; 
How bleſt thy fate, whom calmer hours attend, 
Peace thy companion, fame thy faithful friend ! 
While in thy Twick'nham bow'rs, devoid of care, 
You feaſt the fancy, and enchant the ear; 
Thames gently rolls her ſilver tide along, 
And the charm'd Naiads liſten to thy ſong. 
Here peaceful paſs the gentle hours away, 
Yhile tuneful ſcience meaſures out the day! 
Here, 


” 5 


2 - 


* — — 


9 75 


r 


q 4 
4 n 
ol 
1 
* 
* N 
ITY 
1 
0-2 
1 
N 
"MF; 
} q 
14 q p 
TY 
17 
A 
N 
5 
bers 
* 
* 
4 
4k 
* * 
4 
a. 4 
* 
14 
* 
8 „ 
1 
* 
4 , 
* 
* 
1 
1 
*F i 
+ UY 
®S Wi 
1 
UL 
9 
ws 
3 A 
0 4 
R 
* p n 
% 
19 
#1 
=, 
1 
4 39 
"1 
0 
10 
* 
2 
1 
RO 
"= 
4 
, 
» HI 


hp atop err og oe 


r. 7 2 — 
1 wy * ow BY Ls 
_ — 2 


9o P. WHITEHEAD'S POEMS 


Here, happy bard, as various fancies lead 

You paint the blooming maid, or flow'ry ww 
Sound the rough clangor of tumultuous war * 
Or ſing the raviſh'd tendrils of the fair! + 
Now melting move the tender tear to flow 

And wake our ſighs with Eloiſa's woe g. 

But chief, to dullneſs ever foe Fn 

The apes of ſcience with thy ſatire bleed $ ; 
Peers, Poets, Pandars, mingle in the Sa 
Smart with thy touch, and tremble at thy foug ls 


Who, 
Main 


Coule 


Then 
ding 
Whil 
With 
ſn T. 
Inſtru 
Who 


Yet vain, O Pope! 1s all thy ſharpeſt rage 
Still ſtarv'ling Dunces perſecute the age; m 
Faithful to folly, or enrag'd with ire, | * 
Still taſteleſs Timons build, and Tibbalds write; * 
Still Welſtead © tunes his beer. inſpired lays, : = 
And Ralph, in metre, holds forth Stanhope's praiſe : 
Ah! hapleſs victim to the poet's flame, RE: = 
While his eulogiums crucity thy fame. -n 
Shall embrio wits thy ſtudious hours engage * 
Live in thy labours, and prophane thy page; ; * | 
While virtue, ever-lov'd, demands thy lays, 25 
And claims the tuneful tribute of thy praiſe? Le x 
Can Pope be ſilent, and not grateful lend If k 
One ftrain to ſing the patriot, and the friend, by 

ES 1 Wit 
: AR 9 150 4 * Lock. J Eloiſa to Abelard. | E 

C| Still Welftead, ... . And Ralph.] Two authors, re- WW Or 4 


markable for nothing ſo much as the figure they make in th: 
Dunciad, | 


Who, 
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Who, nobly anxious in his country's cauſe, 
\aiatains her honours, and defends her laws? 
Could I, my bard, but equal numbers raiſe, 
Then would I 9 nad, oh! I burſt to praiſe— 
Sing how a Pult ney * charms the liſt'ning throng, 
While ſenates hang enraptur'd on his tongue; 
With Tully's fire how each oration glows, 
a Tully's muſic how each period flows; 
luſtruct each babe to liſp the patriot's name, 
Who in each boſom breathes a Roman flame. 
So, when the genius of the Roman rage 
Stemm'd the ſtrong torrent of tyrannic age, 
In freedom's cauſe each glowing breaſt he warm'd, 
And, like a Pult'ney, then a Brutus charm'd, 
How bleſt, while we a Britiſh Brutus ſee, 
And all the Roman ſtands confeft in thee ! 
Equal thy worth, but equal were thy doom, 
To ſave Britannia, as he reſcu'd Rome: 
fle from a Tarquin ſnatch'd the deſtin'd Prey 3 
pritannia ſtill laments a Walpole's ſway. 
Ariſe, my tuneful bard, nor thus in vain 
Let thy Britannia, whom thou lov'ſt, complain: 
If thou in moanful lays relate her woe, 
Each heart ſhall bleed, each eye with pity flow : 
f to revenge you ſwell the ſounding ſtrain, 
Revenge and fury fire each Britiſh ſwain : 
Obſequious to thy verſe each breaſt ſhall move, 
Or burn with rage, or ſoften into love. 


elard, 


] re- 
1 the 


* Afterwards Earl of Baths 
Vho, 1 O let 
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O let Britannia be her poet's care! 
And laſh the ſpoiler, while you ſave the fair. 
Lo! where he ſtands, amidſt the ſervile crew, 
Nor bluſhes ſtain his cheek with crimſon hue; 
While dire corruption all around he ſpreads, 
And ev'ry ductile conſcience captive leads: 
Brib'd by his boons, behold the venal band 
Worſhip the idol they could once command! 
So Britain's now, as Judah's ſons before, 
Firſt raiſe a golden calf, and then adore. 

Let dull Parnaſſian ſons of rhime no more 
Provoke thy ſatire, and employ thy pow'r ; 
New objects riſe to ſhare an equal fate, 
'The big, rich, mighty, Dunces of the State, 


Shall Ralph, Cooke, Welſtead, then engrols thy rage 


While courts afford a Hervey, York, or Gage? 
Dullneſs no more rooſts only near the ſky, 
But ſenates, drawing- rooms, with garrets vye; 
Plump peers, and breadleſs bards, alike are dull; 
St. James's and Rag-fair club fool for fool. 
Amidſt the mighty dull, behold how great 
An Appius ſwells the Tibbald of the ſtate! 
Long had he ſtrove to ſpread his lawleſs ſway 
O'er Britain's ſons, and force them to obey ; 
But, blaſted all his blooming hopes, he flies 


To vent his woe, and mourn. his loſt exciſe. 


Penſive he ſat, and figh'd, while round him lay |} 


Loads of dull lumber, all inſpir'd by pay: 


Here, puny pamphlets, ſpun from Prelates' brains; 


There, the ſmooth jingle of Cook's lighter ſtrains: 


4 . | | He 
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ere, Walſingham's ® ſoft lulling opiates ſpread ; 
There, gloomy Oſborn's ® quinteſſence of lead: 
With theſe the ſtateſman ſtrove to eaſe his care, 
Jo ſooth his ſorrows, and divert deſpair : 
ut long his grief ſleep's gentle aid denies ; 
At length a ſlumb'rous Briton clos'd his eyes. 

Yet vain the healing balm of downy reſt, 
Io chaſe his woe, or eaſe his lab'ring breaſt : 
Now frightful forms riſe hideous to his view, 
More, Strafford, Laud, and all the headleſs crew; 
Daggers and halters boding terror breeds, 
And here a Dudley ſwings, there Villiers bleeds, 
Now goddeſs Dullneſs, watchful o'er his fate, 
And ever anxious for her child of ftate ; 
From couch of down flow rais'd her drowſy head, 
Forſfook her ſlumbers, and to Appius ſped. 
Awake, my ſon, awake, the goddeſs cries, 
Nor longer mourn thy darling loſt exciſe ; 
[Here the ſad ſound unſeal'd the ſtateſman's eyes) 
Why ſlumbers thus my ſon, oppreſt with care? 
While Dullneſs rules, ſay, ſhall her ſons deſpair? ? 
Ver all I ſpread my univerſal ſway ; 
Kings, prelates, peers, and rulers, all obey : 
Lo! in the church my mighty pow'r I ſhew, 
In pulpit preach, and ſlumber in the pew : 
The bench and bar alike my influence owns ; 


In the grave dons, how formal is my mien, 
io rule the gallipots of Warwick- dane! 


Names aſſumed by writers of two miniſterial papers. 
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lere prate my magpies, and there doze my drones. 


At 
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At court behold me ſtrut in purple pride, Meth 
At Hockley roar, and in Crane-court preſide, Firſt 
But chief in thee my mighty pow'r is ſeen ; Toyle 
"Tis I inſpire thy mind, and fill thy mien; Vr! 
On thee, my child, my duller bleſſings ſhed, Faded 
And pour my opium o'er thy fav'rite head; Torn 
Rais'd thee a ruler of Britannia's fate, Nor t 
And led thee blund'ring to the helm of fate. dlayes 
Here bow'd the ſtateſman low, and thus addreſt: For t 

O goddeſs, ſole inſpirer of my breaſt ! For t. 
To gall the Britiſh neck with Gallic chain, For tl 
Long have I ſtrove, but long have ſtrove in vain; How 
While Caleb“, rebel to thy ſacred pow'r, What 
Unveils thoſe eyes which thou haſt curtain'd ofer; And! 
Makes Britain's ſons my dark deſigns foreſee, Hence 
Blaſt all my ſchemes, and ſtruggle to be free. Of wa 
O, had my projects met a milder fate, Each 
How had I reign'd a baſha of the ſtate ! hic! 
How o'er Britannia ſpread imperial ſway ! Hence 
How taught each free- born Briton to obey! And ! 
No ſmiling freedom then had chear'd her ſwains, Theſe 
But Aſia's deſerts vy'd with Albion's plains : ow 
Turks, Vandals, Britain! then compar'd with thee, Lo! 
Had hugg'd their chains, and joy'd that they were free MI None 
While wend ring nations all around had ſeen Yon fi 
Me riſe a great Mogul, or Mazarin: beholc 
Then had I taught Britannia to adore, Lach! 
Then led her captive to my lawleſs pow'r. And f 
* Caleb D' Anvers, the name aſſumed by the writers of th E. 


Crafteſman. 


Methinks 
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\ethinks, I view her now no more appear 
rift in the train, and faireſt *midſt the fair: 
Topleſs J {ce the lovely mourner he, 
Vor glow her cheek, nor ſparkle now her eye; 
faded each grace, no ſmiling feature warm; 
Tom all her treſſes, blighted ev'ry charm : 
Nor teeming plenty now each valley crowns ; 
Cres are her ſons, and tradeleſs all her towns. 
For this, behold yon peaceful army fed ; 
For this, on ſenates ſee my bounty ſhed ; 
For this, what wonders, goddeſs, have I wrought ! 
How bully'd, begg'd, how treated, and how fought ! 
What wand'ring maze of error blunder'd thro', 
And how repair'd old blunders ftill by new! 
Wl Hence the long train of never-ending jars, 
Of warful peaces, and of peaceful wars, 
lach myſtic treaty of the mighty ſtore, 
Which to explain, demands ten treaties more: 
Hence ſcarecrow navies, floating raree-ſhows z 
And hence Iberia's pride, and Britain's woes. 
Theſe wond'rous works, O goddeſs! have I done, 
Works ever worthy Dullneſs' fav'rite ſon. 
Lo! on thy ſons alone my favours ſhow'r ; 
None ſhare my bounty that diſdain thy pow'r: 
Yon feathers, ribbons, titles light as air, 
behold, thy choiceſt children only ſhare : 
lach views the pageant with admiring eyes, 
and fondly graſps the viſionary prize; 
Nov proudly ſpreads his leading-ftring of ſtate, 
And thinks—to be a wretch, is to be great. 
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But turn, O goddeſs! turn thine eyes, and view 
The darling leaders of thy gloomy crew. 

Full open-mouth'd Newcaſtle there behold, 
Aping a Tully, ſwell into a ſcold, 
Grievous to mortal ear.—As at the place 
Where loud-tongu'd virgins vend the ſcaly race, 
Harſh peals of vocal thunder fill the fkies, 
And ftunning ſounds in hideous diſcord riſs ; 
So, when he tries the wond'rous power of noiſe, 
Each hapleſs ear's a victim to his voice. 

How bleſt, O Cheſelden * ! whoſe art can mend 
Thoſe ears Newcaſtle was ordain'd to rend. 

See Harrington ſecure in filence ſit; 
No empty words betray his want of wit: 
If ſenſe in hiding folly is expreſs'd, 
O Harrington! thy wiſdom ſtands confeſs'd, 

To Dullneſs' ſacred cauſe for ever true, 

Thy darling Caledonian, goddeſs, view; 
The pride and glory of thy Scotia's plains, 
And faithful leader of her venal ſwains: 
Loaded he moves beneath a ſervile weight, 
The dull laborious packhorfe of the ſtate ; 
Drudges thro' tracks of infamy for pay, 
And hackneys out his conſcience. by the day : 
Yonder behold the buſy peerlefs peer, 
With aſpe& meagre and important air; 
His form how gothic, and his looks how ſage! 
He ſeems the living Plato of the age. 


* William Cheſelden, an eminent ſurgeon» 
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Bleſt form! in which alone thy merit's ſeen, 
Since all thy wiſdom centers in thy mien! 
Here Egmont, Albemarle, (for ſenates fit) 
And W——by the wiſe, in council fit : 
Here looby G n, Gr——m ever dull, 
| By birth a ſenator, by fate a fool. 
While theſe, Britannia, watchful o'er thy ſtate, 
Maintain thine honours, and direct thy fate, 
How ſhall admiring nations round adore, 
Behold thy greatneſs, tremble at thy pow'r ; 
New Shebas come, invited by thy fame, 
Revere thy wiſdom, and extol thy name! 
Lo! to yon bench now, goddeſs, turn thine eyes, 
And view thy ſons in ſolemn dullneſs rife; = 
All doating, wrinkled, grave, and gloomy, ſee 
Each form confeſs thy dull divinity ; 
| True to thy cauſe behold each trencher'd ſage 
lacreas'd in folly as advanc'd in age: 
Here Ch——=r, learn'd in myſtic prophecy, 
Confuting Collins, makes each prophet lye: 
Poor Woolſton by thy Smallbrook there aſſail'd; 
Gaols ſure convinc'd him, tho? the prelate fail'd, 
But chief Paſtorius, ever grave and dull, 
Deroid of ſenſe, of zeal divinely full, 
Retails his ſquibs of ſcience o'er the town, 
While charges, paſt'rals, thro? each ſtreet reſound; 
Theſe teach a heav'nly Jeſus to obey, 
Wile thoſe maintain an earthly Appius' fray. 
Thy goſpel truth, Paſtorius, croſt we ſee, 
While God and Mammon's ſerv'd at once by thee. 
Vor. LAN. | IS! | Who 
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Who would not trim, ſpeak, vote, or conſcience pawn, 
To lord it o'er a ſee, and {well in lawn? 
Tf arts like thoſe, O Sherlock, honours claim, 
Than thee none merits more the prelate's name: 
Wond'ring behold him faithful to his fee, 
Prove parliaments dependent to be free; 
In ſenates blunder, flounder, and diſpute, 
For ever reas'ning, never to confute. 
Since courts for this their fated gifts decree, 
Say, what is reputation to a ſee? — _ 

Lo! o'er yon flood Hare caſts his low'ring eyes, 
And wiſhful ſees the rey'rend turrets riſe. 
While Lambeth opens to thy longing view, 
Hapleſs! the Mitre ne'er can bind thy brow : 


Tho' courts ſhould deign the gift, how wond'rous hard 


By thy own doctrines ſtill to be debarr'd! 
For, if from Change“ ſuch mighty evil ſprings, 
Tranſlations ſure, O Hare! are ſinful things. 
Theſe rulers ſee, and nameleſs numbers more, 
O goddeſs, of thy train the choiceſt ſtore, 
Who ignorance in gravity entrench, 
And grace alike the pulpit and the bench. 
Full plac'd and penſion'd, ſee! Horatio ſtands; 
Begrim'd his face, unpurify'd his hands: 
To decency he ſcorns all nice pretence, 
And reigns firm foe to cleanlineſs and ſenſe. 
How did Horatio Britain's eauſe advance! 
How ſhine the ſloven and buffoon of France! 


* A noted ſermon preached on the 3coth of January, on ti 
text, © Woe be unto them that are given to change, &c» 
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In ſenates now, how ſcold, how rave, how roar, 
(f treaties run the tedious train-trow o'er ! 
How blunder out whate'er ſhould be conceal'd, 


and how keep ſecret what ſhould be reveal'd ! 


True child of Dullneſs! ſee him, goddeſs, claim 

Pow'r next myſelf, as next 1n birth and fame. 
Silence ! ye ſenates, while enribbon'd Younge 

Pours forth melodious nothings from his tongue! 

How ſweet the accents play around the ear, 

Form'd of ſmooth periods, and of well-tun'd air ! 

Leave, gentle Younge, the ſenate's dry debate, 

Nor labour *midft the labyrinths of ſtate ; 

Suit thy ſoft genius to more tender themes, 

And fing of cooling ſhades, and purling ſtreams; 

With modern ſing-ſong murder ancient plays “, 

Or warble in ſweet ode a Brunſwick's praiſe ; 

so ſhall thy ſtrains in purer Dullneſs flow, 

And laurels wither on a Cibber's brow. 

day, can the ſtateſman wield the poet's quill, 

And quit the ſenate for Parnaſſus' Hill? 

vince there no venal vote a penſion ſhares, 


| Nor wants Apollo lords commiſſioners. 


This gentleman, with the aſſiſtance of Roome, Concanen, 
and ſeveral others, committed a barbarous murder on the body 
of an old comedy, by turning it into a modern ballad opera; 
which was ſcarce exhibited on the ſtage, before it was thought 
neceſſary to be contracted into one act. As this is the only living 
inſtance of the ſurpriſing genius and abilities of theſe wits, I 
could not forbear mentioning it. | 
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There W and P „ goddeſs, view, 
Firm in thy cauſe, and to thy Appius true! 
Lo! from their - labours what reward betides! 
One pays my army, one my navy guides. 

To dance, dreſs, ſing, and ſerenade the fair, 
ͤConduct a finger, or reclaim a hair,” 
O'er baleful tea with females taught to blame, 
And ſpread a ſlander o'er a virgin's fame; 
Form'd for theſe ſofter arts ſhall Hervey ſtrain 
With ſtubborn politics his tender brain! 
For miniſters laborious pamphlets write, 
In ſenates prattle, and with patriots fight! 
Thy fond ambition, pretty youth, give o'er, 
Preſide at balls, old faſhions loſt reſtore ; 
So ſhall each toilette in thy cauſe engage, 

And H——ey ſhine a P——re of the age. 

hehold a ſtar emblazon C—n's coat! 

Not that the knight has merit, but a vote. 

And here, O goddeſs, num'rous wrongheads trace, 
Lur'd by a penſion, ribband, or a place. 

To murder ſcience, and my cauſe defend, 
Now ſhoals of Grub-ftreet garretteers deſcend ; 
From ſchools and deſks the writing inſects crawl, 
Unlade their Dullneſs, and for Appius bawl. 
Lo! to thy darling Oſborne turn thine eyes, 
See him o'er politics ſuperior riſe ; 
While Caleb feels the venom of his quill, 
And wond'ring miniſters reward his {kill : 
Unlearn'd in logic, yet he writes by rule, 


And proves himſelf in ſyllogiſm—a fool; 


Now | 


N 
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Now flies obedient, war with ſenſe to wage, 

And drags th' idea thro? the painful page: 

Unread, unanſwer'd, ſtill he writes again, 

Still ſpins the endleſs cobweb of his brain; 

Charm'd with each line, reviewing what he writ, 
os his ſtars, and wonders at his wit. | 

Nor leſs, O Walſingham, thy worth appears! 

Alike in merit, tho' unlike in years: 

Ill-fated youth! what ſtars malignant ſhed 

Their baneful influence o'er thy brainleſs head, 
Doom'd to be ever writing, never read! ſ 
For bread to libel liberty and ſenſe, 

And damn thy patron weekly with defence, 

Drench'd in the ſable flood, O hadſt thou fill 

Oer ſkins of parchment drove thy venal quill, 
At Temple ale-houſe told an idle tale, 

And pawn'd thy credit for a mug of ale; 

Unknown to Appius then had been thy name, 
Unlac'd thy coat, unſacrific'd his fame; 

Nor vaſt unvended reams would Peele deplore, 

As victims deſtin'd to the common: ſhore. 

As Dunce to Dunce in endleſs numbers breed, 

So to Concanen ſee a Ralph ſucceed; 

A tiny witling of theſe writing days, 

Full-iam'd for tuneleſs rhimes, and ſhort-liv'd plays. 
Write on, my luckleſs bard, ſtill unaſham'd, 

Tho' burnt thy journals, and thy dramas damn'd ; 
'Tis bread inſpires thy politics and lays, 

Not thirſt of immortality or praiſe, 

H 3 Theſe, 
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Theſe, goddeſs, view, the choiceſt of the train, 
While yet unnumber'd Dunces ſtill remain; 
Deans, critics, lawyers, bards, a motley crew, 


To Dullneſs faithfal, as to Appius true, 


Enough, the goddeſs cries, enough I've ſeen; 

While theſe ſupport, ſecure my ſon ſhall reign; 

Still ſhalt thou blund'ring rule Britannia's fave,” 
Still Grub-ſtreet hail thee miniſter of Rate, - 


SS 14 — ; ad 


« Paulus vel Coſſus vel Druſus moribus eſto.” 


Ju VIVAI. 


ce W ELI. —of all plagues which make mankind 

«« their ſport, 

« Guard me, ye heay'ns! from that worſt plague—a 
«© court, | 

« *Midft the mad manſions of Moorfields, I'd be 

* A fſtraw-crown'd monarch, in mock majeſty, 

*© Rather than ſovereign rule Britannia's fate, 


% Curs'd with the Follies and the farce of ſtate. 
FE Rather | 
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« Rather in Newgate walls, O! let me dwell, 
„A doleful tenant of the darkling cell, 
| « Than ſwell, in palaces, the mighty ſtore 
« Of fortune's fools, and paraſites of pow'r. 
Than crowns, ye Gods! be any ſtate my doom, 
« Or any dungeon, but—a drawing-room. 
« Thrice happy patriot ! whom no courts debaſe, 
No titles leſſen, and no ſtars diſgrace, 
« Still nod the plumage o'er the brainleſs head ; 
« Still o'er the faithleſs heart the ribband ſpread. 
« Such toys may ſerve to ſignalize the tool, 
Jo gild the knave, or garniſh out the fool; 
d: pile you, with Roman virtue arm'd, diſdain 
« The tinſel trappings and the glitt'ring chain: 
Fond of your freedom ſpurn the venal fee, 
« And prove he's only great—who dares be free.” 
Thus ſung Philemon in his calm retreat, 
Too wiſe for pow'r, too virtuous to be great. 
But whence this rage at courts ? ? reply'd his grace, 
Say, is the mighty crime, to be in place? 
Is that the deadly fin, mark'd out by heav'n, 
For which no mortal e'er can be forgiv'n ? 


Lo 


d Vt all, all ſuffer, who in courts engage, 
Down from lord ſteward, to the puny page? 
2 Can courts and places be ſuch ſinful things, 


Ide ſacred gifts and palaces of kings? 
A place may claim our rev'rence, Sir, I own; 
But then the man its dignity muſt crown : 
Tis not the truncheon, or the ermine's pride, 
Can ſcreen the coward, or the knave can hide. 
: "0 6 Let 
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Let Stair and *** head our arms and law, 
The judge and gen'ral muſt be view'd with we: 
The villain then would ſhudder at the bar; 

And Spain grow humble at the ſound of wär. 

What courts are ſacred, when I tell your grace, 
Manners alone muſt ſanctify the place? 

Hence only each its proper name receives; 
Haywood's a brothel; White's f a den of thieves: | 
Bring whores and thieves to court, you change the ſcene, 
St. James's turns the brothel, and the den. 

Who would the courtly chapel holy call, 

Tho' the whole bench ſhould conſecrate the wall 
While the trim chaplain, conſcious of a ſee, | 
Cries out, “ my king, I have no God but thee;“ 
Lifts to the royal ſeat the aſking eye, 

Ard pays to George the tribute of the ſky ; 
Proves fin alone from humble roofs muſt ſpring, 
Nor can one earthly failing ſtain a king. 

Biſhops and kings may conſecrate, *tis true; 
Manners alone claim homage as their due. 
Without, the court and church are both prophane, 
Whatever prelate preach, or monarch reign ; 


+ It is to be lamented that the barrenneſs of the preſent times 
obliges the author to truſt to poſterity, for the ſupply of a proper 
Character in this place. 

| Dr. Swift ſays, “ That the late Earl of Oxford, in the 
«© time of his miniſtry, never paſſed by White's chocolate-houſe 
4 (the common rendezvous of infamous ſharpers and noble cul- 
« lies) without beſtowing a curſe upon that famous academy, 45 | 


(© the bane of half the Engliſh nobility,” SS 
| Religions 
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Religion's roſtrum virtue's ſcaffold grows, 
And crowns and mitres are mere raree- ſhows. 
In vain, behold yon rev'rend turrets riſe, 
Ard Sarum's ſacred ſpire ſalute the ſkies! 
If the lawn'd Levite's earthly vote be ſold, 
And God's free gift retail'd for Mammon gold ; 
No rev'rence can the proud cathedral claim, 
but Henley's ſhop, and Sherlock's, are the ſame. 
ne, Whence have St. Stephen's walls ſo hallow'd been? 
WL Whence? From the virtue of his ſons within. 
But ſhould ſome guileful ſerpent, void of grace, 
ide in its bounds, and poiſon all the place; 
Could e'er the ſacred voice be ſet to ſale, 
And o'er the heart the golden fruit prevail; 
The place is alter'd, Sir; nor think it ſtrange 
To fee the ſenate ſink into a change. 

Or court, or church, or ſenate-houſe, or hall, 
Manners alone beam dignity on all. 

Without their influence, palaces are cells; 
Crane- court“, a magazine of cockle-ſhells; 
The ſolemn bench no boſom ſtrikes with awe, 
But Weſtminſter's a warehouſe of the law. 

Theſe honeſt truths, my lord, deny you can; 
dince all allow that Manners make the man.“ 
Hence only glories to the great belong, 
the r peers muſt mingle with the peaſant throng. 
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ouſe Tho' ſtrung with ribbands, yet behold his grace 
cul- Hines but a lacquey i in a Maar place! 
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Strip the gay liv'ry from the courtier's back, 
What marks the diff rence 'twixt my lord and jack? 


Their 
The ſame mean, ſupple, mercenary knave, | No 
The tool of power, and of ſtate the ſlave: lach 
Alike the vaſſal heart in each prevails, 10 h 
And all his lordſhip boaſts is larger vales. The x 
Wealth, manors, titles, may deſcend, tis true; Neſce 
But ev'ry heir muſt merit's claim renew. Vet h 
Who bluſhes not to ſee a C heir dom 
Turn ſlave to found, and languiſh for a play'r?“ mo fu 
What piping, fidling, ſqueaking, quav' ring, bawling! loro 
What ſing-ſong riot, and what eunuch- ſquawling! At he 
G , thy worth all Italy ſhall own, 3 
A ſtateſman fit, where Nero + fill'd the throne, Ard 
See poor Lævinus, anxious for renown, nus 
Through the long gallery trace his lineage down, | me b. 
And claim each hero's viſage for his own. a1 
What tho' in each the ſelf-ſame features ſhine, Ion 
Unleſs ſome lineal virtue marks the line, 10 f 
In vain, alas! he boaſts his grandſire's name, } 
Or hopes to borrow luſtre from his fame. Too 
Who but muſt ſmile, to ſee the tim'rous peer Kon! 
Point mong his race our bulwark in the war? Unga 
Or in ſad Engliſh tell how ſenates hung ur 
On the ſweet muſic of his father's tongue? Muſh 
* 'That living witneſs of the folly, extravagance, and depravity The \ 

of the Engliſh, Farinello, who is now at the court of Spa 
triumphing in the. ſpoils of our nobility, as their pirates arc 1 + 1 
thoſe of our injured merchants. T.1 
+ A Roman emperor remarkable for his paſſion for mul. Cobha 
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Unconſcious, tho? his fires were wiſe and brave, 
Their virtues only find in him a grave. 

Not ſo with Stanhope * ; ſee by him ſuſtain'd 
bach hoary honour which his ſires had gain'd. 

To him the virtues of his race appear 

The precious portion of five hundred year; 
beleended down, by him to be enjoy'd, 

Yet holds the talent loſt, if unemploy'd. 

from hence behold his gen'rous ardour riſe, 

To ſwell the ſacred ſtream with freſh ſupplies : 
Abroad, the guardian of his country's cauſe ; 

At home, a Tully to defend her laws. 

fenates with awe the patriot ſounds imbibe, 

And bold corruption almoſt drops the bribe. 

Thus added worth to worth, and grace to grace, 
He beams new glories back upon his race. 

Ak ye, What's honour ? T'll the truth impart. 
know, honour, then, 1s honeſty of heart. 

To the ſweet ſcenes of ſocial Stow Þ repair, 

And ſearch the maſter's breaſt, — You'll find it there, 
Too proud to grace the ſycophant or ſlave, 

It only harbours with the wiſe and brave 
Ungain'd by titles, places, wealth, or birth : 

Learn this, and learn to bluſh, ye ſons of earth! 
Bluſh to behold this ray of nature made 

The victim of a ribband, or cockade. 
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* The Right Honourabie the Earl of Cheſterfields 


F The ſeat of the Right Honourable the Lord Viſcount 
Cobham, | 
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Aſk the proud peer, What's honour ? he diſplays 
A purchas'd patent, or the herald's blaze ; 
Or, if the royal ſmile his hopes has bleſt, 
Points to the glitt'ring glory on his breaſt : 
Yet, if beneath no real virtue reign, 
On the gay coat the ſtar is but a ſlain : 


For I could whiſper in his lordſhip's ear, Ma 
Worth only beams true radiance on the ſar, Freſh 
Hence fee the garter'd glory dart its rays, Unipo 
And ſhine round E with redoubled blaze: Lo! 4 
Aſk ye from whence this flood of luftre's ſeen ? let), 
Why F wiiſpers, votes, and ſaw Turin. lle cl 
Long Milo reign'd the minion of renown; lis 
Loud his eulogiums echo'd thro” the town : A ſtar 
Where'er he went, ſtill crouds around him throng, When 
And hail'd the patriot as he paſs'd along. Arn 
See the loft peer, unhonour'd now by all, Wier 
Steal through the ſtreet, or ſkulk along the Mall; Rees 
Applauding ſounds no more ſalute his ear, Th 
But the loud P:ean's ſunk into a ſneer, = 
Whence, you'll enquire, could ſpring a change fo ali a 
Why, the poor man ran military mad; J 
By this miſtaken maxim ſtill miſled, nal 
That men of honour mutt be cloth'd in red. Wear 
My grandſire wore it, Milo cries—'tis good: Mut 
But know, the grandfire ſtain'd it red with blood. Al, | 
Firſt *mid{ the deathful dangers of the field, a 
He ſhone his country's guardian, and its ſhield ; £ 
rarſe 


Taught Danube's ſtream with Gallic gore to flow; 


Hence bloom'd the laurel on the grandfire's brow : 
p 
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zu ſhall the ſon expect the wreath to wear, 
ric the mock triumphs of an Hyde-park war? 
woner ſhall Bunhill, Blenheim's glories claim, 
Or Billers rival brave Eugene in fame; 
woner a like reward their labours crown, 
Who form a dunghill, and who ſack a town. 
Mark our bright youths, how gallant and how gay, 
Th plum'd and powder'd in review array. 
[nſpoil'd each feature by the martial ſcar, 
JA aſſumes the God of war: 
Ye rain, while prompt to arms by plume and pay, 
lle claims the ſoldier's name from ſoldier's play. 
This truth, my warrior, treaſure in thy breaſt, 
\ fanding ſoldier is a ſtanding jeſt. 
When bloody battles dwindle to reviews, 
Armies muſt then deſcend to puppet-ſhews ; _ 
Wicre the lac'd log may ſtrut the ſoldier's part, 
Becerk'd with feather, tho' unarm'd with heart. 
There are who ſay, “ You laſh the fins of men! 
„Leave, leave to Pope the poignance of the pen; 
Hope not the bays ſhall wreath around thy head; 


ays 


0 


0 fad 
" „ Fannius may write, but Flaccus will be read.” 
Hall only one have privilege to blame? 
Flat then, are vice and folly royal game? 
Mut all be poachers who attempt to kill ? 
Al, but the mighty ſovereign of the quill ? 
Hall Pope, ans, the plenteous harveſt have, 
: | not gican one ſt aggling fool, or knave? 
nie, "tis allow'd, is free to all mankind ; 

„Why ſhould honeſt ſatire be confin'd ? 


Tho', 
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Tho', like th' immortal bard's, my feeble dart 


Stains not its feather in the culprit heart; . 
Vet know, the ſmalleſt inſect of the wing 0•, 
The horſe may teaze, or elephant can ſting: Whil 
Ev'n I, by chance, fome lucky darts may ſhow'r, 10 
And gall ſome great Leviathans of pow'r. And 
I name not Walpole ; you the reaſon gueſs; W Dow 
Mark yon fell harpy hov'ring o'er the preſs. Cal 
Secure the muſe may ſport with names of kings; Beho 
But miniſters, my friend, are dang'rous things, And 
Who would have Paxton * anſwer what he writ; Se 
Or ſpecial juries, judges of his wit? N And 
Pope writes unhurt but know, tis diff'rent quite AM Tho 
To beard the lion, and to cruſh the mite. The 
Safe may he daſh the ſtateſman in each line; but 
Thoſe dread his ſatire, who dare puniſh mine. Why 
Turn, turn your ſatire then, you cry, to praiſe, um 
Why, praiſe is ſatire, in theſe ſinful days, And 
Say, ſhould I make a patriot of Sir Bill, L 
Or ſwear that G——'s Duke has wit at will ; Or! 
From the gull'd knight could I expect a place, Whi 
Or hope to lye a dinner from his grace, Why 
Tho' a reward be graciouſly beſtow'd [co 
On the ſoft ſatire of each birth-day ode ? Nor 
The good and bad alike with praiſe are bleſt; 
Yet thoſe who merit moſt, ſtill want it leaſt: in 
But conſcious vice till courts the chearing ray, lee tl 
While virtue ſhines, nor aſks the glare of day. + 


* A famous ſolicitor, 


Need 


ſe. 


Need 
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Need I to any, Pult'ney's worth declare ? 
0; tell him Carteret charms, who has an ear? 
0-, Pitt, can thy example be unknown, 
While each fond father marks it to his ſon ? 
1 cannot truckle to a ſlave in ſtate, 
And praiſe a blockhead's wit, becauſe he's great: 


born, down, ye hungry Garretteers, deſcend, 


Call Walpole * Burleigh, call him Britain's friend ; 
Behold the genial ray of gold appear, 
And rouze, ye ſwarms of Grub-ftreet and Rag-fair, 
See with what zeal yon tiny inſect t burns, 
And follows queens from palaces to urns: 
Tho! cruel death has clos'd the royal ear, 
The flatt'ring fly ſtill buzzes round the bier: 
Put what avails, ſince queens no longer live? 
Why, kings can read, and kings, you know, may give. 
A mitre may repay his heav'nly crown, ; 
And, while he decks her brow, adorn his own. 
Let Laureat Cibber birth-day ſonnets fing, 
Or Fanny crawl, an ear-wig on the king: 
While one is void of wit, and one of grace, 
Why ſhould I envy either ſong or place? 
could not flatter, the rich butt to gain; 
Nor fink a flave, to rife vice chamberlain. 


_ * See theſe two characters compared in the Gazetteers; but, 


| none of thoſe papers ſhould have eſcaped their common fate, 
le the two characters diſtinguiſhed in the Craftſman. 

A certain court chaplain, Dr, Alured Clarke, who wrote, 
it rather ſtole, a character of the late queer from Dr. Burnet's 


charakter of Queen Mary. This pamphlet, however, has been | 
deribed to Lord Hervey. „ | 
Periſh 
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Periſh my verſe! whene'er one venal line 
Bedaubs a duke, or makes a king divine. 
Firſt bid me ſwear, he's found who has the plague, 
Or Horace rivals Stanhope at the Hague. 
What, ſhall I turn a pandar to the throne, 
And hiſt with Bl“ to roar for half-a-crown ? 
Sooner 'I—r—] ſhall with "Tully vie, 
Or W— nne in ſenate ſcorn a lie; 
Sooner Iberia tremble for her fate | 
From M h's arms, or Ab——n's debate. 
Tho? fawning flatt'ry ne'er ſhall taint my lays, 
Yet know, when virtue calls, I burſt to praiſe, 
Behold yon temple F rais'd by Cobham's hand, 
Sacred to worthies of his native land : 
Ages were ranſack'd for the wiſe and great, 
Till Barnard came, and made the groupe complete, 
Be Barnard there—enliven'd by the voice, 
Each buſto bow'd, and ſanctify'd the choice. 
Pointleſs all ſatire in theſe iron times; 
Too faint are colours, and too feeble rhimes. 
Riſe then, gay fancy, future glories bring, 
And ſtretch o'er happier days thy healing wing. 
Rapt into thought, lo! J Britannia ſee 
KRiſing ſuperior o'er the ſubject ſea; 


A noted agent in a mob-regiment, who is employ'd to r 
ward their venal vociferations, on certain occaſions, with halts 
crown each man, 

+ The Temple of Britiſh Worthies in the gardens at St 


in which the Lord Cobham has lately erected the buſto af N 
John Barnard. 1 
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View her gay pendents ſpread their ſilken wings, 
Big with the fate of empires, and of kings: 
The tow'ring barks dance lightly o'er the main, 
And roll their thunder thro” the realms of Spain. 
Peace, violated maid, they aſk no more, 
But waft her back triumphant to our ſhore ; 
While buxom Plenty, laughing in her train, 
Glads ev*ry heart, and crowns the warrior's Pain. 
On, fancy, on! {till ſtretch the pleaſing ſcene, 
And bring fair freedom with her golden reign ; 
Chear'd by whoſe beams ev'n meagre want can ſmile, 
And the poor peaſant whiſtle *midft his toil. 
Such days, what Briton wiſhes not to ſee ? 
And ſuch each Briton, FxzverICx *, hopes from 
thee, 


* The Father of George the Third. 
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F 
MOST PUISSANT AND INVINCIBLE 
Ma. JOHN BROUGHTON. 


AD this dedication been addreſſed to ſome 
Reverend Prelate, or Female Court-Favourite, 
to ſome Blundering Stateſman, or Apoſtate Patriot, I 
ſhould doubtleſs have launched into the higheſt en- 
comiums on public ſpirit, policy, virtue, piety, &c. 
and, like the reſt of my Brother Dedicators, had moſt 
ſucceſsfully impoſed on their vanity, by aſcribing to 
them qualities they were utterly unacquainted with; by 
which means I had prudently reaped the reward of a 
Panegyriſt from my Patron, and, at the ſame time, 
ſecured the reputation of a Satyriſt with the public. 
But ſcorning theſe baſe arts, I preſent the following 
Poem to you, unſwayed by either flattery or intereſt ; 
ſince your modeſty would defend you againſt the poiſon 
of the one, and your known cxconomy prevent an 
author's expectations of the other. I ſhall therefore 
only tell you, what you really are, and leave thoſe 
(whoſe patrons are of the higher claſs) to tell them what 
they really are not. But ſuch is the depravity of 
human nature, that every compliment we beſtow on 
another, is too apt to be deemed a ſatire on ourſelves; 
yet ſurely, while I am praifing the ſtrength of your 
T2 arm, 
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arm, no politician can think it meant as a reflection on 


the weakneſs of his head; or, while I am juſtify; . 


your title to the character of a man, will any nodes 


Petit-Maitre think 1t an 1mpeachment of his affinity to | 


that of its mimic counterfeit, a monkey ? 


actions afford us the beſt mirror of your merits, | ſhall 


leave the reader to view in that the amazing luſtre of a | 
character, a few traits of which only, the following b 
Poem was intended to diſplay; and in which, had the 
ability of the Poet equalled the magnanimity of his 
hero, I doubt not but the GTMNAS1AD had, like the | 
immortal IL1aD, been handed down to the admiration | 


of all poſterity. 


As your ſuperior. merits contributed towards raiſing 

you to the dignities you now enjoy, and placed you | 
even as the Safe-guard of royalty itſelf, ſo I cannot 
help thinking it happy for the Prince, that he is now | 
able to boaſt one real champion in his ſervice: and 
what Frenchman would not tremble more at the puiſ⸗ 3 
ſant arm of a BROUGHTORN, than at the ceremonious | 


gauntlet of a DivuMack ? 
I am, 
with the moſt profound reſpect 
to your HEROIC VIRTUES, 


your moſt devoted, 
and moſt humble ſervant. 


S CRIB 


4 
9 
3 


Were I to attempt a deſcription of your qualifications, 
E might juſtly have recourſe to the majeſty of Agamem- j 
non, the courage of Achilles, the ſtrength of Ajax, 
and the wiſdom of Ulyſſes; but, as your own heroic | 
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Þ is an old ſaying, that Neceſſity is the Mother of 


Invention: it ſhould ſeem then that poetry, which 
i; a ſpecies of invention, muſt naturally derive 1 its be- 
ing from the ſame origin: hence it will be eaſy to ac- 
count for the many flimſy ghoſt-like apparitions, that 
erery day make their appearance among us; for if it be 
true, as naturaliſts obſerve, that the health and vigour 
of the mother is neceſſary to produce the like qualities 
in the child, what iſſue can be expected from the womb 
of ſo meagre a parent ? 

hut there is another ſpecies of poetry, which; in- 
lead of owing its birth to the belly, like Minerva 
ſprings at once from the head : of this kind are thoſe 
productions of wit, ſenſe, and ſpirit, which once born, 
like the goddeſs herſelf, immediately become immor- 
tal, It is true, theſe are a ſort of miraculous births, 
and therefore it is no wonder they ſhould be found ſo 
rare among us.—As glory is the noble inſpirer of the 


latter, ſo hunger is the natural incentive of the former : 
thus fame and food are the ſpurs with which every 
poet mounts his Pegaſus; but, as the impetus of the 


T4. belly 
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belly is apt to be more cogent than that of the head, fo 
you will ever ſee the one pricking and goading a tired 
jade to a hobbling trot, while the other only incites the 


foaming ſteed to a majeſtic capriol. 
The gentle reader, it is apprehended, will not long 


be at a loſs to determine, which ſpecies the following 
production ought to be ranked under; but as the parent 
moſt unnaturally caſt it out as the e iſſue of his 
brain, and even cruelly denies it the common privilege | 
of his name; ftruck with the delectable beauty of its | 


features, I could not avoid adopting the little poetic 


orphan, and by drefling it up with a few notes, &. | 


preſent it to the public as perfect as poſſible. 


Had IJ, in imitation of other great authors, only | 


conſulted my intereft in the publication of this inimit. 
able piece, (which doubtleſs will undergo numerous 
impreſſions) I might firſt have fent it into the world 
naked, then, by the addition of a Commentary, Notes 
Variorum, Prolegomena, and all that, levied a new 
tax upon the public ; and after all, by a ſort of modem 
poetical legerdemain, changing the name of the prin 


cipal hero, and inſerting a few hypercritics of a flatter- 
ing friend's, have rendered the former editions incor- | 


rect, and cozened the curious reader out of a treble 
_ conſideration for the ſame work; but however this may 
ſait the tricking arts of a bookſeller, it is certainly 
much below the ſublime genius of an author, —I know 
it will be ſaid, that a man has an equal right to make 
as much as he can of his wit, as well as of his money: 
but then it ought to be conſidered, whether there may 
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ot be ſuch a thing as uſury in both; and the law 
ring only provided againſt it in one inſtance, is, I 


yprehend, no very moral plea for the practice of it in 
the other“. 

The judicious reader will eaſily perceive, that the 
allowing Poem in all its properties partakes of the 
epic; ſuch as fighting, ſpeeching, bullying, ranting, 
kc, (to ſay nothing of the moral) and, as many thou- 
{nd verſes are thought neceſſary to the conſtruction of 
this kind of Poem, it may be objected, that this is too 


fort to be ranked under that claſs : to which J ſhall 


only anſwer, that as conciſeneſs is the laſt fault a writer 
b apt to commit, ſo it 1s generally the firſt a reader is 
willing to forgive; and though it may not be altogether 
ſo long, yet J dare ſay, it will not be found leſs re- 


plete with the true Vis poetica, than (not to mention 


the Iliad, Eneid, &c.) even Leonidas itſelf, 


As this may be thought to be particularly aimed at an 


author who was lately reported to be dead, and whofe lofs all 
lovers of the muſes would have the greateſt reaſon to lament z it 
may not be improper to aſſure the reader, that it was written, 
ad intended to have been publiſhed, before that report, and was 


only meant as an attack upon the general abuſe of this kind, 


As to our author himſelf, he has frequently given public teſti- 
monies of his veneration for that great man's genius; nor may it 
be unentertaining to the reader, to acquaint him with one private 
inſtance :==Immediately on hearing the report of Mr, Pope's 
tath, he was heard to break forth in the following exclamation : 


Popy dead !—Huſh, buſh, RerorT, the Nand'rous lye ; 


Farr ſays he lives==Immortals never die. 
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It may farther he objected, that the character of our 
principal heroes are too humble for the grandeur of tel 
Epic fable; but the candid reader will be pleaſed tol 
obſerve, that they are not here celebrated in their 
mechanic, but in their heroic capacities, as boxer; } 
who, by the ancients themſelyes, have ever been eſteem 
ed worthy to be immortalized in the nobleſt works of 
this nature; of which the F-peus and Euryalus of | 
Homer, and the Entellus and Dares of Virgil, are ind 
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conteſtable authorities. And as thoſe authors weg Wer 
ever careful, that their principal perſonages (howerer WM (:mon! 
mean in themſelves) ſhould derive their pedigree from I bi 
ſome deity, or illuftrions hero, ſo our author has with of wit, 
equal propriety made his ſpring from Pha ton and Nep. hte! 
tune; under which characters he beautifully allegoriſe; WM « the 
their different occupations of waterman and coach-W critic,: 
man.— But for my own part, I cannot conceive, that I wo fir 
the dignity of the hero's profeſſion is any ways eflential i v clue 
to that of the action; for, if the greateſt perſons arc night 
guilty of the meaneſt tion why may not the greateſt prelſio 
actions be aſcribed to the meaneſt perſons ? vo m1 
As the main action of this Poem is entirely ſupport- WM prehen 

ed by the principal heroes themſelves, it has been WM curiou 
maliciouſly inſinuated to be deſigned, as an unmanner- WI {ve + 


ly reflection on a late glorious victory, where, it is 
pretended, the whole action was atchieved without the 


interpoſition of the Principal heroes at all.— But as the 
moſt innocent meanings may by ill minds be wret eſted 
to the moſt wicked purpoſes, if any ſuch conſtruction 


ſhould be made, I will venture to affirm, that it mui} 
proceed | 


L 123 J 
proceed from the factious venom of the reader, and 
ot from any diſloyal malignity in our author, who is 
00 well acquainted with the power, ever to arraign the 
purity of government: beſides, the poignance of the 
ſrord is too prevalent for that of the pen; and who, 
ben there are at preſent ſo many thouſand unanſwer- 
ble ſtanding arguments ready to defend, would ever 


(a prince, or the omniſcience of his miniſters ? 

ro WM Were I to attempt an analyſis of this Poem, I could 
ver i:nonſtrate that it contains (as much as a piece of ſo 
on WY fblime a nature will admit of) all thoſe true ſtandards 
ith ol wit, humour, raillery, ſatire, and ridicule, which 
ep. inte writer has ſo marvellouſly diſcovered, and might, 


ies en the part of our author, ſay with that profound 


ch. critic, —Fa#a ef? Alea + but as the obſcurity of a beauty 
bat wo ſtrongly argues the want of one, ſo an endeavour 
tial wo clucidate the merits of the following performance, 
are I night be apt to give the reader a diſadvantageous im- 
tet i preſtion againſt it, as it might tacitly imply they were 

too myſterious to come within the compaſs of his com- 
t- brchenſion. I ſhall therefore leave them to his more 
en i curious obſervation, and bid him heartily farewell 
er- lee E delectare. mo EE 


DCRIBLERUS TERTIUS 


i 


be Quixote enough to attack, either the omnipotence 
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FW 

THE \| A 

| 0 

G T N N 8 11 D.! A 

BOOK-1L 10 A 

V 

A RG U M ENT: A 

; 1 f F Þ 

THz invocation, the propoſition, the night before thel 1 

battle deſcribed ; the morning opens, and diſcovers] 1; U 

the multitude haſting to the place of action; theirl 1 
various profeſſions, dignities, &c. illuſtrated; the 
ſpectators being ſeated, the youthful combatants ale 

firſt introduced; their manner of fighting diſplayed ;} 8 

to theſe ſucceed the champions of a higher degre; . achil 

their ſuperior abilities marked, ſome of the mot ati 

eminent particularly celebrated ; mean while, in ale 

principal heroes are repreſented fitting, and ruminat- © th 

ing on the approaching combat, when the herald} with 

ſummons them to the liſts. =_ 

8 heroe 

ING, fing, O muſe, the dire conteſted fray, 26 

And bloody honours of that dreadful day, 44 

When Phatton's bold ſon {tremendous name) body. 

Dar'd Neptune's offspring to the liſts of fame. repret 

| s Wha == 

| | | ſyſter 

V. 3, 4. When Phaẽton's bold ſon It is uſual for Poets to 25 pl 

Dar'd Neptune's offspring 3 the ſons after thY] Fo 

names of their fathers; as Agamemnon the ſon of Atreus, ad Livin 


Achilles 
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What fury fraught thee with ambition's fire, 
Ambition, equal foe to ſon and ſire? 

One, hapleſs fell by Jove's æthereal arms, 
And one, the Triton's mighty pow'r diſarms. 


Now all lay huſh'd within the folds of night, 


10 And ſaw in painted dreams th' important fight; 


While hopes and fears alternate turn the ſcales, 

And now this hero, and now that prevails; 

Blows and 1maginary blood ſurvey, 

Then waking, watch the flow approach of how's ; 
1j When, lo! Aurora in her ſaffron veſt 

Darts a glad ray, and gilds the ruddy Eaſt. 


Forth iſſuing now all ardent ſeek the place 
Sacred to fame, and the Athletic race. 


Achilles the ſon of Peleus, are frequently termed Pelides and 
Atrides. Our author would doubtleſs have followed this laud- 


able example, but he found Broughtonides and Stephenſonides, 


or their contractions, too unmuſical for metre, and therefore 
with wonderful art adopts two poetical parents; which obviates 
the difficulty, and at the ſame time heightens the dignity of his 
heroes. BENTLEID Es. 


V. 6. Ambition, equal foe to ſon and ſire?] It has been 
maintained by ſome philoſophers, that the paſſions of the mind 
ae in ſome meaſure hereditary, as well as the features of the 
body. According to this doctrine, our author very beautifully 
repreſents the frailty of ambition deſcending from father to ſon ; 
mand as original fin may in ſome ſort be accounted for on this 
ſyſtem, it is very probable our author had a theological, as well 
as phyſical, and moral meaning in this verſe. 


For the latter part of this note, we are obliged to an eminent 


divine, 
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As from their hive the cluſt'ring ſquadrons pour i 
20 O'er fragrant meads, to ſip the vernalflow'r, | 


d 

So from each inn the legal ſwarms impel, He 
Of banded ſeers, and pupils of the quill. Al 
Senates and ſhambles pour forth all their ſtore, Sh 
Mindful of mutton, and of laws no more; | Lo 
25 E'en money-bills, uncourtly, now muſt wait, 8. 
And the fat lamb has one more day to bleat. Al 
The highway knight now draws his piſtol's load, | II 
Reſts his faint ſteed, and this day franks the road. bo 
Bali Ti 

V. 21. legal ſwarms impel, An ingenious critic of my A = 
quaintance objected to this ſimile, and would by no means admit H 

the compariſon between bees and lawyers to be juſt : one, he id 

was an induſtrious, harmleſs, and uſeful ſpecies, none of which its bein 
properties could be affirmed of the other; and therefore by neſs, t. 
thought the drone, that lives on the plunder of the hive, a more ; makes 
proper archetype. I muſt confeſs myſelf in ſome meaſure | in- be bot 
clined to ſubſcribe my friend's opinion; but then we muſt conf esst 
der, that our author did not intend to deſcribe their qualities, but! = 77 
their number; and in this reſpe& no. one, I think, can hate V.; 
any objection to the propriety of the compariſon. \ may f 
V. 24. and of laws no more;] The original MS. ha: i] ö little 
- bribes; but, as this might ſeem to caſt an invidious aſperſion on ſort of 
2 a certain aſſembly, remarkable for their abhorrence of rain thougl 
and, at the ſame time, might ſubje& our publiſher to ſome little . dot ne 
inconveniences; I thought it prudent to ſoften the expreſſion: cauſe 3 
beſides, I think this reading renders our author's thought more boxers 
natural; for, though we ſee the moſt trifling avocations are able with fi 
to draw off their attention from the public utility, yet nothing is ties p 


ſufficient to divert a ſteady purſuit of their private emolument. | mercu 
V. 28. this day franks the road.] Our Poet here artfully WM fiery 
| Inſinuates the dignity of the combat he is about to celebrate, * 
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Bailiffs, in crouds, neglect the dormant writ, 

0 And give another Sunday to the wit: 
He too would hie, but, ah! his fortunes-frown ; 
Alas! the fatal paſiport's—half-a-crown. 
Shoals preſs on ſhoals, from palace and from cell; 
Lords yield the Court, and butchers Clerkenwell. 
St. Giles's natives, never known to fail, 
All who have haply ſcap'd th' obdurate jail; 
There many a martial ſon of Tott'nham lies, 1 
Bound in Deveilian bands, a ſacrifice 
To angry juſtice, nor muſt view the prize. } 


% Aſſembled myriads crond the eireling ſeats, 
High tor the combat every boſom beats, 


its being able to prevail on a highwayman to lay aſide his bufi- 
neſs, to become a ſpectator of it z—=and as, on this occaſion, he 

makes him forſake his daily bread, while the ſenator only neglects 

the buſineſs of the nation, it may be obſerved, how ſatirically he 
gives the preference, in point of diſintereſtedneſs, to the high- 

Wayman, 

V. 37. There many a martial ſon, &c.] The unwary reader 
may from this paſſage be apt to conclude, that an amphitheatre 
ö little better than a nurſery for the gallows, and that there is a 
ſort of phyſical connection between boxing and thieving ; but al- 
though boxing may be a uſeful ingredient in a thief, yet it does 
not neceffarily make him one. Boxing is the effect, not the 
cauſe; and men are not thieves becauſe they are boxers, but 


boxers becauſe they are thieves. Thus tricking, lying, evaſion, 


vith ſeveral other ſuch-like cardinal virtues, are a ſort of proper- 
ties pertaining to the practice of the law, as well as to the 
mercurial profeſſion. But would any one therefore infer, that 
fiery lawyer muſt be a thief ? | STHOLIASTe» 


Each 
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Each boſom partial for its hero bold, No 
Partial thro'.friendſhip—or depending gold. In 
But firſt, the infant progeny of Mars 60 
45 Join in the liſts, and wage their pigmy wars; An 
Train'd to the manual fight, and bruiſeful toil, Ea 
The ſtop defenſive, and gymnaſtic foil, Th 
With nimble fiſts their early proweſs ſhow, Co 
And mark the future hero in each blow, 6s W. 
co To theſe, the hardy iron race ſucceed, I 
All ſons of Hockley and fierce Brick-ftreet breed: | v. 5 
Mature in valour, and inur'd to blood, BY 
Dauntleſs each foe in form terrific ſtood ; I n 
Their callous bodies, frequent in the fray, 2 Y 
5 5 Mock'd the fell ſtroke, nor to its force gave wap. . 
Mongſt theſe Gloverius, not the laſt in fame, Y 
And he whoſe clog — the beauteous dame; 
V. 44+ infant progeny of Mars] Our author in this = 
tion alludes to the Luſus Trojæ of Virgil, | 
6 Incedunt Pueri 
—— Trojæ n 
Pugnzque ciunt ſimulachra ſub armis. | 
V. 51. Hockley and fierce Brick-ſtreet breed] 'Two beef 
athletic Seminaries. 
V. 57. And he whoſe clog, &c.] Here we are preſented with 
laudable imitation of the ancient ſimplicity of manners; for, 4 * 
Cincinnatus diſdained not the homely employment of a ploughi 
man, ſo we ſee our hero condeſcending to the humble occupatio 
of a Clog-maker; and this is the more to be admired, as it i 
one characteriſtie of modern heroiſm, to be either above or bel =_ 
any occupation at all, | VY 


N ; 
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Nor leaſt thy praiſe, whoſe artificial light, 
In Dian's abſence, gilds the clouds of night. 


o While theſe the combat's direful arts diſplay, 
And ſhare the bloody fortunes of the day, | | 
Each hero ſat, revolving in his ſoul 1 
The various means that might his foe controul; 
Conqueſt and glory each proud boſom warms, 

6; When, lo! the Herald ſummons them to arms. 


V. 58, whoſe artificial light,] Various and violent have been 
the controverſies, whether our author here intended to celebrate 
{lamp-lighter, or a link-boy 3 but as there are heroes of both 
capacities at preſent in the ſchool of honour, it is dificult to 


&termine, whether the Poet alludes to a Wells, or a Buck- 
horſe, | | 
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| BY 
YO DOT = ' 
| If 
10 1 
TS RL / 
BY 
STEPHENSON enters the liſts; a deſcription of his Q 
figure; an encomium on his abilities, with ee 8 
to the character of coachman. Broughton advances; * 
his reverend form deſcribed ; his ſuperior {kill in de i 0 
management of the lighter and wherry diſplayed; \ 
his triumph of the badge celebrated ; his ſpeech; 7 
his former victories recounted ; the preparation for 1 
the combat, and the horror of the ſpectators“. I Ve 
F IRS T, to the fight, advanc'd the Charioteer: 
High hopes of glory on his brow appear; ; 
Terror vindictive flaſhes from his eye, l 
(To one the fates the viſual ray deny ;) : 
v. 
* Argument.] It was doubtleſs in obedience to cuſtom, and 
the example of other great Poets, that our author has thought Y 
proper to prefix an argument to each book, being minded that 
nothing ſhould be wanting in the uſual paraphernalia of works J v. 
of this kind. For my own part, I am at a loſs to account for the 1 * 
uſe of them, unleſs it be to ſwell a volume, or, like bills of fare, [ bur" + 
to advertiſe the reader what he is to expect; that, if it contains . hou! 
nothing likely to ſuit his taſte, he may preſerve his appetite for W i ch 
the next courſe, BY 


5 Fierce 


THE CYMNASTAD.-; 1 


Fierce glow'd his looks, which ſpoke his inward rage; 
He leaps the bar, and bounds upon the ſtage, 

The roofs re-eccho with exulting cries, 

And all behold him with admiring eyes. 


3 IIll-fated youth! what raſh defires could warm 1 
o Thy manly heart, to dare the Triton's arm ? [HR 
Ah! too unequal to theſe martial deeds, If: 
þ Tho' none more ſkill'd to rule the foaming ſteeds. N 
Mo The courſers, ſtill obedient to thy rein, \'}i 
; Now urge their flight, or now their flight reftrain. 4/8 | 
2 15 Had mighty Diomed provok'd the race, | 1 
1 Thou far had'ſt left the Grecian in diſgrace. 0 
1 Where-e'er you drove, each inn confeſs'd your ſway, It 
1 Maids brought the dram, and oſtlers flew with hay. a I 
1 But know, tho” ſkill'd to guide the rapid car, 1 
} 20 None wages like thy foe the manual war. il | 

= Now Neptune's offspring dreadfully ſerene, BY 

wo Of fize gigantic, and tremendous mien, 1 
; Steps forth, and *midft the fated lifts appears ; i 
1] Rev'rend his form, but yet not worn with years, FRAY 
J V. 6, 7. He leaps the bar, * See the deſcriptions of 

and 3 The roofs re-eccho Dares in Virgil. | 

icht “Nec mora, continuo vaſtis cum viribus effert 

that , “Ora Dares, magnoque virum ſe murmure tollit.“ 

orks 5 V. 19. But know, tho? ſkill'd] Here our author inculcates 1 

. [ fine moral, by ſhowing how apt men are to miſtake their talents 

are, 


but were men only to act in their proper ſpheres, how often 
ſhould we ſee the Parſon in the pew of the Peaſant, the Author 
in the charaQter of his Hawker, or a Beau in the livery of his 
Footman! &c, 
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25 To him none equal, in his youthful day, 
With feather'd oar to ſkim the liquid way; 
Or thro” thoſe ſtreights whoſe waters ſtun the ear, 
The loaded lighter's bulky weight to ſteer, 

Soon as the ring their ancient warrior view'd, 

30 Joy fill'd their hearts, and thund'ring ſhouts enſu'd; 
Loud as when o'er Thameſis' gentle flood, 
Superior with the Triton youths he row'd; 
While far a-head his winged wherry flew, 
Touch'd the glad ſhore, and claim'd the Badge it; 


due. 


35 Then thus indignant he accoſts the foe, 
(While high diſdain fat prideful on his brow:) 

Long has the lavrel-wreath victorious ſpread 
Its facred honours round this hoary head; 
The prize of conqueſt in each doubtful fray, 

40 And dear reward of many a dire-fought day. 
Now youth's cold wane the vig'rous pulſe has chas'd, 
Froze all my blood, and ev'ry nerve unbrac'd ; 


V. 34+ the Badge its due.] A prize given by Mr. Dogget, to 
be annually conteſted on the firſt of Auguſt, —As, among the 
ancients, games and ſports were celebrated on mournful as well 
as joyful events, there has been ſome controverſy, whether our 
loyal Comedian meant the compliment to the ſetting or riſing 
Monarch of that day; but, as the plate has a horſe for its 
device, I am induced to impute it to the latter; and, doubtleſs, 
he prudently conſidered, that, as a living dog is better than a 
dead lion, the living horſe had, at leaſt, an equal title to the 
fame preference. | | 

V. 42. Froze all my blood, ] See Virgil. | 

6 —'Sed enim gelidus tardante ſenecta 


“ Sanguis hebet, frigentque effœtæ in corpore vires.“ 
Now, 


amoi 
maide 
V. 


1 4 
1 


W, 
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Now, from theſe temples ſhall the ſpoils be torn, 
In ſcornful triumph by my foe be worn? 


h What then avail my various deeds in arms, 
T 


If this proud creſt thy feeble force difarms ? 

Loft be my glories to recording fame, 

When, foil'd by thee, the coward blaſts my name ! 
I, who e'er manhood my young joints had knit, 


co Firlt taught the fierce Grettonius to ſubmit; 


While, drench'd in blood, he proſtrate preſs d the 
floor, 

And inly groan'd the fatal words no more. 

Allenius too, who ev'ry heart diſmay'd, 

Whoſe blows, like hail, flew rattling round the head; 
55 Him oft the ring beheld with weeping eyes, 

Stretch'd on the ground, reluctant yield the prize. 

Then fell the Swain, with whom none e'er could vie, 

Where Harrow's ſteeple darts into the ſky. 


V. 50. Fierce Grettonius to ſubmit;] Gretton, the moſt 
jamous Athleta in his days, over whom our hero obtained his 
maiden prize. 

V. 53. Allenius too, &c.] Vulgarly known by the Plebeian 
name of Pipes, which a learned critic will have to be derived 
from the art and myſtery of pipe-making, in which it is affirmed 
this hero was an adept, —As he was the delicium pugnacis generis, 
our author, with marvellous judgment, repreſents the Ring 
weping at his defeat. | 

V. 54. Whoſe blows, like hail, &c.] Virgil. 


cc 


—quam multa grandine nimbi 
© Culminibus crepitant.” _ 


V. 57. Then fell the ſwain,] Jeoffrey Birch, who, in ſeveral 
encounters, ſerved only to augment the number of our hero's 


tiumphs. 
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Next the bold youth a bleeding victim lay, 
60 Whoſe waving curls the Barber s art diſplay, 

You too this arm's tremendous proweſs know; 

Raſh man, to make this arm again thy foe! 


This ſaid—the heroes for the fight prepare, 


Brace their big limbs, and brawny bodies bare, A de 
65 The ſturdy finews all aghaſt behold, the 
And ample ſhoulders of Atlean mould; fric 
Like Titan's offspring, who gainſt hows ſtrore, lin 
So each, tho' mortal, ſeem'd a match for Jove. 

Now round the ring a ſilent horror reigns, | } 
70 Speechleſs each tongue, and bloodleſs all their veins; v 
When, lo! the champions give the dreadful = \ 
And hand in hand in friendly token join; 15 
Thoſe iron hands, which ſoon upon the foe E, 
With g1ant-force mult deal the deathful blow. : 
V. 59, Next the bold youth] As this champion is till living, f k 
and even diſputes the palm of manhood with our hero himſelf, ! | \ 
ſhall leave him to be the ſubject of immortality in ſome future 1 19 1 
Gy mnaſiad, ſhould the ſuperiority of his proweſs ever juſtify his | f 
title to the corona pug nea. | F 
V. 63. This ſaid, &c.] Virgil. ; 
% Hwzc fatus, duplicem ex Humeris rejecit Amictum; 

& Et magnos Membrorum Artus, magna oſſa lacertoſque 
«© Exuit, v. 
V. 


pook| 
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. 


AR GU = 


A deſcription of the battle ; Stephenſon 1s vanquiſhed ; 
the manner of his body being carried off by his 
friends; Broughton claims the prize, and takes his 
final leave of the ſtage, 


[NULL in the centre now they fix in form, 
Eye meeting eye, and arm oppos'd to arm ; 

With wily feints each other now provoke, 
1 And cautious meditate th' impending ſtroke, 
zd impatient youth, inſpir'd by hopes of fame, 
; Firſt ſped his arm, unfaithful to its aim; 

The wary warrior, watchful of his foe, 

Bends back, and *ſcapes the death-deſigning blow; 
514 With erring glance it ſounded by his ear, 
ue 10 And whizzing, ſpent its idle force in air. 
| Then quick advancing on th' unguarded head, 
A dreadful ſhow'r of thunderbolts he ſhed : 
| As when a whirlwind, from ſome cavern broke, 
1 With furious blaſts aſſaults the monarch oak, 


V. 7, 8. —- watchful of his foe, t Virgil 
Bends back, and *ſcapes the death- deſigning blow; 
ws —ille ictum venientem a vertice velox 
5 Previdit, celerique elapſus corpore ceſſit.“ 
| V. 10. its idle force in air.] Idem. 
K : 66 vires in ventum effudit.” 


K 4 15 This 
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EY 


20 


Poiz'd on his hip the hapleſs youth he laid; 
Aloit in air his quiv'ring limbs he throw'd, 
Then on the ground down daſh'd the pond'rous load. 


30 


V. 19. Like the young lion] It may be obſeryed, that our | 
author has treated the reader but with one ſimile throughout the 
two foregoing books; but, in order to make him ample amends, 
has given him no leſs than fix in this. Doubtleſs this was in 
imication of Homer, and artfully intended to heighten the dignity 
of the main action, as well as our admiration, towards the con- 
clu ſion of his work. —Fixis coronat opus. 

V. 24. Arms in arms entwine;] Virgil. 


This way and that its lofty top it bends, 

And the fierce ſtorm the crackling branches rends; 
So wav'd the head, and now to left and right 
Rebounding flies, and craſh'd beneath the weight, 


Like the young lion wounded by a dart, 
Whoſe fury kindles at the galling ſmart ; 
The hero rouzes with redoubled rage, 
Flies on the foe, and foams upon the ſtage. 
Now grappling, both in cloſe contention join, 
Legs lock in legs, and arms in arms entwine: 


They ſweat, they heave, each tugging nerve they | 


ſtrain ; 
Both, fix'd as oaks, their ſturdy trunks ſuſtain, 
At length the chief his wily art diſplay'd, 


So ſome vaſt ruin on a mountain's brow, 
Which tott'ring hangs, and dreadful nods below, 
When the fierce tempeſt the foundation rends, 
Whirl'd thro” the air with horrid cruſh deſcends, 


« lmmiſcentque manus manibus, pugnamque laceſſunt.” 


35 Bold | 
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Bold and undaunted up the hero roſe, 
Fiercer his boſon for the combat glows; | 
Shame ſtung his manly heart, and fiery rage 
New ſteel'd each nerve, redoubled war to wage. 
dwift to revenge the dire diſgrace he flies, 


* Again ſuſpended on the hip he lies; . 


Daſh'd on the ground, again had fatal fell, 
Haply the ba arrier caught his flying heel; 
There fat it hung, th' impriſon' d head gave way, 
And the ſtrong arm defrauded of its prey. 
6 Vaia ſtrove the chief to whirl the mountain o'er; 
It ſlipt he headlong rattles on the floor. 
Around the ring loud peals of thunder rife, 
And ſhouts exultant eccho to the ſkies, 
Uplifted 
V. 35. Bold and undaunted, &c.] Virgil. 
© At non tardatus caſu, neque territus heros, 
“ Acrior ad pugnam redit, & vim ſuſcitat ira. 


5 


% Tum pudor incendit vires . 

V. 42. Hap'y the barrier, &c. | Our author, like Homer 
himſelf, is no leſs to be admired in the character of an hiſtorian 
than in that of a poet: we ſee him here faithfully reciting the 


| moſt minute incidents of the battle, and informing us, that the 


youthiul hero, being on the lock, muſt again inevitably have 
come to the ground, had not his heel catches the bar; and that 
his antagoniſt, by the violence of his raining, ſlipt his arm 
over his head, and by that means received the tall he intended the 
enemy. thought it incumbent on me as a commentator to ſay 
thus much, to illuſtrate the meaning of our author, which might 
em a little obſcure to thoſe who are unacquainted with conflicts 
df this kind. | 
V. 48. eccho to the ſkies, &c.] 1 
It clamor cœlo 46 


The 
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Uplifted now inanimate he ſeems, | 

50 Forth from his noſtrils guſh the N ſtreams; 
Gaſping for breath, and impotent of hand, 
The youth beheld his rival ſtagg' ring ſtand: 
But he, alas! had felt th' unnerving blow, 
And gaz'd, unable to aſſault the foe. 

5 As when two monarchs of the brindled sel 

Diſpute the proud dominion of the mead, 
They fight, they foam, then weary'd in the fray, | Nor 


Aloof retreat, and low'ring ſtand at bay; 155 

So ſtood the heroes, and indignant glar'd, So, 

60 While grim with blood their rueful fronts wer ö Stor 

ſmear'd ; Dat 

Till with returning ſtrength new rage returns Ex 

Again their arms are ſteel d, again each boſo Hi: 

: burns. O's 

Inceſſant now their hollow ſides they pound, Dr: 

Loud on each breaſt the bounding bangs reſound; Ma 

The learned reader will perceive our author's frequent alluſon : 

to Virgil; and whether he intended them as tranſlations or ini | 

tations of the Roman Poet, muſt give us pauſe : but as, in ou WII 

modern productions, we find imitations are generally nothin J No 

more than bad tranſlations, and tranſlations nothing more tha My 
bad imitations; it would equaliy, I ſuppoſe, ſatisfy the gallo 

the critic, ſhould theſe unluckily fall within either deſcription. 1 7 


V. 63. Inceſſant now, &c.] Virgil. 
« Multa viri nequicquam inter ſe vulnera jactant: 
« Multa cavo lateri ingeminant, & peCtore vaſtos 
“ Dant ſonitus, erratque aures & tempora circum 
6 Crebra manus: duro crepitant ſub vulnere malæ. 


65 Thel 
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; Their flying fiſts around the temples glow, 
And the jaws crackle with the maſſy blow. 
The raging combat ev'ry eye appalls, 


Now droop'd the youth, yet, urging all his might, 
® With feeble arm ſtill vindicates the fight, 
Till on the part where heav'd the panting breath, 
A fatal blow impreſs'd the ſeal of death. 
Down dropt the hero, welt"ring in his gore, 
And his ſtretch'd limbs lay quiv'ring on the floor. 
75 So, when a Falcon ſkims the airy way, 
Stoops from the clouds, and pounces on his prey; 
Daſh'd on the earth the feather'd victim lies, 
Expands its feeble wings, and, flutt'ring, dies. 
His faithful friends their dying hero rear'd, 
o O'er his broad ſhoulders dangling hung his head; 
Dragging its limbs, they Wer Fa body forth, 
Maſh'd teeth and clotted blood came 8 5 from 
his mouth. 


ay, } 


uf | | 
; Thus then the victor— 0 celeſtial pow'r ! 


Who gave this arm to boaſt one triumph more; 
5 Now grey in glory, let my labours ceaſe, 


or Imi 
in 00 
10thin 


re thay My blood-ſtain'd laurel wed the branch of peace; 
gall q | 
tion. | 
V. 79. His faithful friends] Virgil. | 

« Aft illum fidi Æquales, genua zgra trahentem, 

* Jactantemque utroque caput, craſſumque cruorem 

% Ore rejectantem, miſtoſque in ſanguine dentes, 
1 ib Ducunt ad naves oo—— 
1 Lur'd 
Thel 
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Lur'd by the luſtre of the golden prize, 
No more in combat this proud creſt ſhall riſe; 
To future heroes future deeds belong, 
go Be mine the theme of ſome immortal ſons, 


This ſaid—he ſeiz d the prize, while round of 


ring, | 
High ſoar'd applauſe on acclamation's wing. 


V. $8. No more in combat, &c.] Idem. 
cc 


hic Victor cæſtus, artemque repono.“ 


END OF TEE CYMNASIAD. 
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« Primores populi arripuit populumque tributim; 


& Scjlicet uni æquus virtuti 8 8 ejus amicis.“ 
Hor. 


OAD, load the Pallet, boy 1 hark! 8 


cries, 
Faſt as J paint, freſh ſwarms of fools ariſe ! 


Groups riſe on groups, and mock the pencil's pow'r, 
To catch each new-blown folly of the hour.” 


While ham'rous Hogarth paints each folly dead, 
till vice triumphant rear its hydra head ? 

tfatire's ſor'reign nod diſdain to ſnrink ? 

er reams of paper, and freſh floods of ink! 

n then, my muſe ! Herculean labours dare, 

id wage with virtue's foes eternal war; 

age thro” the town in ſearch of ev'ry ill, 

id cleanſe th' Augean ſtable with thy quill. 

* But what avails the poignance of the ſong, 


Lace all, you cry, ſtill perſevere in wrong? 
on « Would 
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« Would courtly crimes to Mulgrave's * muſe ſubmit 
Or bluſh'd the monarch tho' a Wilmot + writ 
Still pandar Peers diſgrac'd the rooms of ſtate, 
« Still Cæſar's bed ſuſtain'd a foreign weight; 

« Slaves worſhipp'd full the golden Calf of Pow 
« And bithops, bowing, bleſs'd the Scarlet Whore. | 
* Shall then thy verſe the guilty great reclaim, 
« 'Tho' fraught with Dryden's heav'n-deſcended fine 
« Will harpy Heathcote, from his mould' ring ſtor, 
« Drag forth one chearing drachma to the poor? 
« Or Harrington, unfaithful to the ſeal, 

« Throw in one ſuffrage for the public weal? 
« Pointleſs all ſatire, and miſplac'd its aim, 

« To wound the boſom, that's obdur'd to ſhame: 
„The callous heart ne'er feels the goad within; 
« Few dread the cenſure, who can dare the fin,” 


Rouze, 
And hu 
uſt 
All clai 
What g 
Who m 
dbject 
Fach c1 
Tho' to 
Il pub 
Feltam 

That {: 


Grea 
Free flo 
Ihen p 
Ind ea 
olluted 
No hal! 
Till ty 
hen ſ. 
Ten p 
ind ſla 
Guil 
etter'c 
ind ye 
1d f; 
* Thi 
ature, 
rehends 
8 repus 


A 


* 


Tho? on tlie culprit's cheek no bluſh ſhould glow, 
Still let me mark him to mankind a foe : 
Strike but the deer, however light the wound, 
It ſerves at leaſt to drive him from the ſound. 
Shall reptile ſinners frowning juſtice fear, 

And pageant titles privilege the peer? 

So falls the humbler game in common fields, 
While the branch'd beaſt the royal foreſt ſhields, 
On, ſatire, then! purſue thy gen'rous plan, 
And wind the vice, regardleſs of the man, 


* Tranſlator of Horace's Art of Poetry, and afterwards Di 
of Buckingham. 
+ Earl of Rocheſter, 

| Rou 
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onze, rouze! th' ennobled herd for public ſport, 
ind hunt them thro” the covert of a court. 


uſt as the play'r the mimic portrait draws, 
i claim a right of cenſure or applauſe : 
pat guards the place-man from an equal fate, 
Who mounts but actor on the ſtage of ſtate ? 
Ubje&t alike to each man's praiſe and blame, 
hach critic voice the fiat of his fame; 
Tho' to the private ſome reſpect we pay, 
l public characters are public prey: 
lam and Garrick, let the verſe forbear 
Mat ſanRifies the Treaſurer or Play'r. 


Great in her laurel'd ſages Athens ſee, 

dee fow'd her ſatire while her ſons were free: 

ſhen purpled guilt was dragg'd to public ſhame, 

Ind each offence ſtood flagrant with a name; 

alluted ermine no reſpect could win, 

No hallow'd lawn could ſanctify a fin ; 

Till trrant pow'r uſurp'd a lawleſs rule: 

hen ſacred grew the titled knave and fool; 

[hen penal ſtatutes aw'd the poignant ſong, 

nd flaves were taught, that kings could do no wrong. 


'J 


ow, 


Guilt ſtill is guilt, to me, in ſlave or king, 
etter' d in cells, or garter'd in the ring: 

ind yet behold how various the reward, 

"11d falls a felon, Walpole * mounts a lord! 


* Though the perſon here meant has indeed paid the debt of 
ure, yet, as he left that of juſtice unſatisfied, the author ap- 
rehends that the public are indiſputably entitled to the affets of 


8 reputation, 
The 
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The little knave the law's laſt tribute pays, 


While crowns around the great one's chariot blaze. 


Blaze, meteors, blaze ! to me is ſtill the ſame 
The cart of juſtice, or the coach of ſhame, 


Say, what's nobility, ye gilded train ! 
Does nature give it, or can guilt ſuſtain? 
Blooms the form fairer, if the birth be high ? 
Or takes the vital ſtream a richer dye? 
What! tho' a long patrician line ye claim, 
Are noble ſouls entail'd upon a name? 
Anſtis may ermine out the lordly earth, 
Virtue's the {erald that proclaims its worth. 


Hence mark the radiance of a Stanhope's ſar, 
And glow-worm glitter of thine, D**#r ; 
Ignoble ſplendor ! that but ſhines to all, 

The humble badge of a court hoſpital, 

Let lofty L**r wave his nodding plume, 
Boaſt all the bluſhing honours of the loom, 
Reſplendent bondage no regard can bring, 
Tis Methuen's heart muſt dignify the firing, 


Vice levels all, however high or low ; 
And all the diff rence but conſiſts in ſhow. 
| Who aſks an alms, or ſupplicates a place, 
Alike is beggar, tho' in rags or lace : 
Alike his country's ſcandal and its curſe, 
Who vends a vote, or who purloins a purſe; 
Thy gamblers, Bridewell, and St. James's bites, 


The rooks of Mordington's, and ſharks at White's. | 
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« Why will you urge, Eugenio cries, your fate? 
« Aﬀords the town no fins but fins of ſtate ? 
« Perches vice only on the court's high hill ? 
« Or yields life's vale no quarry for the quill ?” 
Manners, like faſhions, ſtill from courts deſcend, 
And what the great begin, the vulgar end, 
[f ricious then the mode, correct it here; 
He ſaves the peaſant, who reforms the peer. 
What Hounſlow knight would ſtray from honour's path, 
If guided by a brother of the Bath? 


Honour's a miſtreſs all mankind purſue ; 
Yet moſt miſtake the falſe one for the true: 
Lur'd by the trappings, dazzled by the paint, 
We worſhip oft the idol for the ſaint. 
Courted by all, by few the fair is won ; 
Thoſe loſe who ſeek her, and thoſe gain who ſhun : 
Naked ſhe flies to merit in diſtreſs, 
And leaves to courts the garniſh of her dreſs. 


The million'd merchant ſeeks her in his gold; 
In ſchools the pedant, and in camps the bold: 
The courtier views her, with admiring eyes, 
Flutter in ribbons, or in titles riſe : 
dir Epicene enjoys her in his plume ; 

Mead, in the learned wainſcot of a room : 
by various ways all woo the modeſt maid; 


let loſe the ſubſtance, graſping at the ſhade. 


Who, ſmiling, ſees not with what various ſtrife 
Man blindly runs the giddy maze of life ? 
Vor. LXX. L To 
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To the ſame end ſtill diff rent means employs; 
This builds a church, a temple that deſtroys; 
Both anxious to obtain a deathleſs name, 

Vet, erring, both miſtake Report for Fame. 


Report, tho' vulture- like the name it bear, 
Drags bat the carrion carcaſs thro? the air; 
While fame, Jove's nobler bird, ſuperior flies, 
And, ſoaring, mounts the mortal to the ſkies, 
So Richard's “ name to diſtant ages borne, 
Unhappy Richard till is Britain's ſcorn: 

Be Edward's waſted on Fame's eagle wing, 
Each patriot mourns the long-departed king ; 
Yet thine, O Edward! ſhall to George's t yield, 
And Dettingen eclipſe : a Creſſy's field. 


Thro' life's wild ocean, who would ſafely roam, 
And bring the golden fleece of glory home, 
Muſt, heedful, ſhun the barking Scylla's roar, 
And fell Charybdis' all-devouring ſhore ; 

With ſteady helm an equal courſe ſupport, 
Twixt faction's rocks, and quickſands of a court; 
By virtue's beacon ſtill direct his aim, 

Thro' honour's channel, to the port of Fame. 


Yet, on this ſea, how all mankind are toſt! 
For one that's ſav'd, what multitudes are loſt ! 
Miſguided by Ambition's treach'rous light, 
Thro' want of ſkill, few make the harbour right. 


* Richaid the Second. 


+ George the Second- 
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Hence mark what wrecks of virtue, friendſhip, fame, 
For four dead letters added to a name ! 

Whence dwells ſuch Syren muſic in a word, 

0; ſounds not Brutus noble as my lord ? 

Tho! crownets, Pult'ney, blazon on thy plate, 
Adds the baſe mark one ſcruple to its weight ? 

Tho! ſounds patrician ſwell thy name, O Sandys! 
Stretches one acre thy Plebeian lands? 

Fay, the proud title meant to plume the ſon, 

Why gain by guilt, what virtue might have won ? 
Vain ſhall the ſon his herald honours trace, 

Whoſe parent peer's but patriot in diſgrace. 


Vain, on the ſolemn head of hoary age, 
Totters the mitre, if Ambition's rage 
To mammon pow'r the hallow'd heart incline, 
And titles only mark the Prieſt divine. 

Bleſt race! to whom the golden age remains, 

Faſe without care, and plenty without pains : 

for you the earth unlabour'd treaſure yields, 

And the rich ſheaves ſpontaneous crown the fields; 
No toilſome dews pollute the rev'rend brow, 

bach holy hand unharden'd by the plough ; 

Still burſt the ſacred garners with their ftore, 

And flails, unceaſing, thunder on the floor. 


O bounteous heav'n! yet heav'n how ſeldom ſhares 
The titheful tribute of the Prelate's pray'rs ! 
Loſt to the ſtall, in ſenates ſtill they nod, 
And all the monarch ſteals them from the God: 
Thy praiſes, Brunſwick, every breaſt inſpire, | 
The throne their altar, and the court their choir ; 
L 2 LID Here 
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Here earlieſt incenſe they devoutly bring, 
Here everlaſting hallelujahs fing : 

Thou! only thou! almighty to—tranſlate, 
Thou their great golden deity of fate, 


Who ſeeks on merit's ſtock to graft ſucceſs, 
In vain 1nvokes the ray of pow'r to bleſs; 
The ſtem, too ſtubborn for the courtly ſoil, 
With barren branches mocks the virtuous toil, 
More pliant plants the royal regions ſuit, 
Where knowledge ſtill is held forbidden fruit; 
*T1s theſe alone the kindly nurture ſhare, 
And all Heſperia's golden treaſures bear. 


Let folly ſtill be fortune's fondling heir, 
And ſcience meet a ſtep- dame in the fair. 
Let courts, like fortune, diſinherit ſenſe, 
And take the 1diot charge from providence, 
The idiot head the cap and bells may fit, 
But how diſguiſe a Lyttelton and Pitt! 


O! once-lov'd youths! Britannia's blooming hope, | 
Fair freedom's twins, and once the theme of Pope; | 


What wond'ring ſenates on your accents hung, 


Ere flatt'ry's poiſon chill'd the patriot tongue! 


Rome's ſacred thunder awes no more the ear; 


But Pelham ſmiles, who trembled once to hear. 


Say, whence this change? leſs galling is the chain, 


| Tho' Walpole, Carteret, or a Pelham reign ? 
If ſenates {till the pois'nous bane imbibe, | 
And every palm grows callous with the bribe; 
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If ſer'n long years mature the venal voice, 

While freedom mourns her long-defrauded choice; 
I juſtice waves oer fraud a lenient hand, 

And the red locuſt rages thro' the land. 


Sunk in theſe bonds, to Britain what avails, 

Who wields her ſword, or balances her ſcales? 

Veer round the compaſs, change to change ſucceed, 

Ir every ſon the mother now muſt bleed: 

Vain all her hoſts, on foreign ſhores array'd, 

Tho! Joſt by Wentworth, or preſerv'd by Wade. 

fleets, once which ſpread thro' diſtant worlds her 
name! 5 5 

Now ride inglorious trophies of her ſhame ; * 

While fading laurels ſhade her drooping head, 

And mark her Burleighs, Blakes, and Marlbro's 

dead! ; 


Such were thy ſons, O happy Ifle! of old, 
n counſel prudent, and in action bold: 
Now view a Pelham puzzling o'er thy fate, 
[Loſt in the maze of a perplex'd debate; 
And ſage Newcaſtle, with fraternal ſkill, 
Guard the nice conduct of a nation's quill : 
dee truncheons trembling in the coward hand, 


Tho' bold rebellion half ſubdue the land; 


Ope, | 


* Alluding to the ever-memorable No-fight in the Mediterra- 
fean: As the nation was unluckily the only victim on that 
«cation, the lenity of our Aquarian Judicature has, I think, 
nid:ntly proved, that a court-martial and a martial-court are 
no means ſynonymous terms. 
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While ocean's God, indignant, wreſts again 


. b Frans 

The long-deputed trident of the main, * Torn 
Sleep our laſt heroes in the ſilent tomb? Thro 
Why ſpring no future worthies from the womb ? And « 
Not nature ſure, ſince nature's ſtill the ſame, Prouc 
But education bars the road to fame. The { 
Who hopes for wiſdom's crop, muſt till the ſoul, From 
And virtue's early leſſon ſhould controul : Fe Ct 
To the young breaſt who valour would impart, Cab 
Muſt plant it by example in the heart. He m 
Ere Britain fell to mimic modes a prey, * 
And took the foreign poliſh of our day, dom 
Train'd to the martial labours of the field, And 
Our youth were taught the maſſy ſpear to wield; 
In halcyon peace, beneath whoſe downy wings dic 
The merchant ſmiles, and lab'ring peaſant ſings, dee 11 
With civil arts to guard their country's cauſe, tun 
Direct her counſels, and defend her laws: The 
Hence a long race of ancient worthies roſe, Now 
Adorn'd the land, and triumph'd o'er our foes. Apa 
Ye facred ſhades ! who thro” th' Elyſian grove, 2. 
With Rome's fam'd chiefs, and Grecian ſages rove, 1 
Bluſh to behold what arts your offspring grace! - Y 
Each fopling heir now marks his ſire's diſgrace ; : $ 
An embrio breed! of ſuch a doubtful frame, 2 A 
You ſcarce could know the ſex but by the name: : i 
* 'The reader will readily conclude theſe lines were written] Avaj 


before our worthy Admirals Anſon and Warren had ſo eminently 


diſtinguiſhed themſelves in the ſervice of their country. 


Fravght| 
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fnught with the native follies of his home, 
Torn from the nurſe, the babe of birth muſt roam; 
Thro' foreign climes exotic vice explore, 
and cull each weed, regardleſs of the flow'r, 
bod of thy ſpoils, O Italy and France! 
Jy The ſoft enervate ſtrain, and cap'ring dance : 
From Sequan's ſtreams, and winding banks of Po, 
He comes, ye Gods! an all-accompliſh'd beau ! 
Unhumaniz'd in dreſs, with cheek ſo wan! 
He mocks God's image in the mimic man; 
Great judge of arts! o'er toilettes now preſides, 
Corrects our faſhions, or an opera guides; 
From tyrant Handel rends th' imperial bay, 
And guards the Magna Charta of—S0/-fa. 
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Sick of a land where virtue dwells no more, 

dee liberty prepar'd to quit our ſhore! 
Pruning her pinions, on yon beacon'd height N 
ö 


— * 
2 — — 
— 
—— — — 


The goddeſs ſtands, and meditates her flight; 
Now ſpreads her wings, unwilling yet to fly, 

Again o'er Britain caſts a pitying eye: 

Loath to depart, methinks I hear her ſay, 

* Why urge me thus, ungrateful Ifle, away! 
„For you, I left Achaia's happy plains, 

For you, refign'd my Romans to their chains; 
Here fondly fix'd my laſt lov'd favourite ſeat, 
And 'midſt the mighty nations made thee great: 
hy urge me then, ungrateful Iſle, away!“ 
Again ſhe, ſighing, ſay 5, or ſeems to ſay. 
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O Stanhope! * {kill'd in ev'ry moving art, 
That charms the ear, or captivates the heart! 
Be your's the taſk, the goddeſs to retain, 
And call her parent virtue back again ; 
Improve your pow'r a linking land to fave, 
And vindicate the ſervant from the ſlave : 
O! teach the vaſſal courtier how to ſhare 
The royal favour with the public pray'r: 
Like Latium's genius + ſtem thy country's doom, 
And, tho' a Cæſar ſmile, remember Rome; 
With all the patriot dignify the place, 

And prove at leaſt one ſtateſman may have grace, 
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DOCTOR THOMPSON, 1585. 


Sed quia mente minus validus, quam corpore toto, 
“Nil audire velim, nil diſcere, quod 98 ægrum, 
66 Fidis offendar medicis.“ — Hox. 


11. IN a ” 


HE reader will perceive, from two or three paſ- 
ſages in the following epiſtle, that 1t was written 
ſome time fince; nor indeed would the whole of it 
hare now been thought intereſting enough to the pub- 
lic, to have paſſed the preſs, had not the phyſical per- 


kcution, carried on againſt the Gentleman“ to whom 
| | it 


* The celebrated Dr. Thompſon was one of the phyſicians to 
Frederick, Prince of Wales, in that diſorder which ended his 


life. Upon that occafions t the doctor differed from all the phyſi- 
cians 
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it is addreſſed, provoked the publication. When 4 
body of men, too proud to own their errors, and od 
prudent to part with their fees, ſhall (with their legionsf 
of underſtrappers) enter into a conſpiracy againf a 
brother · practitiener, only for honeſtly endeavouring 10 
moderate the one, and rectify the other; ſuch a body | 
our author apprehends, becomes a juſtifiable object a ö 


ſatire; and only wiſhes his pen had, on this occaſion | Ri 
A * . . | "eo hv 

a like killing efficacy with theirs, n 

Or hi 

To re 

—— —— — 

| Let t 

puffs 

EPISTLE TO DR. THOMPSON. In bi 

| : 3 Aud 

\ \ HV do you aſk, * that in this courtly dance, | Wea 

* Of in and out, it ne'er was yet my chance, Wi g. 5 

To baſk beneath a ſtateſman's foſt'ring ſmile, . 

« And ſhare the plunder of the public ſpoil ?” IX 

E'er wants my table the health-chearing meal, | BY 

With Banſtead mutton crown'd, or Eſſex veal ? 5 
Smokes not from Lincoln meads the ſtately loin, I I 

Or roſy gammon of Hantonian ſwine ? | 55 
. 5 5 | at 

From Darkin's rooſts the feather'd victims bleed, . 
; alu 

And Thames ſtill wafts me ocean's ſcaly breed. «1, 
EEE BW 

cians that at ended his highneſs, which brought upon him tht1! 1 60 

moſt virulent rage and indignation; for the prince dying, the , 

world was inclined to favour Doctor Thompſon's recommendations 


He was an intimate friend of Mr. P. Whitehead, and a favourite 
with him at the Prince's-court. He was a man of a peculiar 


Tho' 


_ . 
character; but learned, fingular, and ingenuous. 
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Tho' Gallia's vines their coſtly juice deny, 

dull Tajo's ® banks the jocund glaſs ſupply ; 
gull diſtant worlds nectareous treaſures roll, 
And either India ſparkles in my bowl; 

Or Devon's boughs, or Dorſet's bearded fields, 
To Britain's arms a Britiſh beverage yields. 


Rich in theſe gifts, why ſhould I wiſh for more? 
Why barter conſcience for ſuperfluous ſtore ? 
Or haunt the levee of a purſe-proud peer, 


| To rob poor Fielding of the curule chair? + 


Let the lean bard, whoſe belly, void of bread, 
puffs up pierian vapours to his head, 

In birth-day odes his flimſy fuſtian vent, 

And torture truth into a compliment; 

Wear out the knocker of a great-man's door, 

be pimp and poet, furniſh rhime or whore; 


* The Tagus—a principal river of Portugal, famous for 
polden ſands. | 
„Qua Tagus avriferis pallet turbatus arenis.” S1L. xvi. 559. 


+ It is reported, that during the time Mr. Addiſon was 
ſecretary of ſtate, when his old friend and ally Ambroſe Phillips 
wpiied to him for ſome preferment, the great man very coolly 
anſwered, that * He thought he had already provided for him, 
* oy making him juſtice for Weſtminſter,” To which the bard, 
with ſome indignation, replied, © Though poetry was a trade he 
„could not live by, yet he ſcorned to owe his ſubſiſtznce to 
another, which he ought not to live by.” —However great 
men, in our days, may practiſe the ſecretary's prudence, certain 
lis, the perſon here pointed at was very far from making a 
Mecedent of his brother poet's principles. 


Or 
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Or fetch and carry for ſome fooliſh lord, 
To ſneak—a ſitting footman at his board, 
If ſuch the arts that captivate the great, 

Be yours, ye bards! the ſun-ſhine of a ſtate; 
For place or penſion proſtitute each line ; 
Make gods of kings, and miniſters divine; 
Swear St. John's ſelf could neither read nor write, 
And Cumberland * out-bravoes Mars in fight; 
Call Dorſet patriot, Willes + a legal tool, 
Horace I a wit, and Dodington a fool. 

Such be your venal taſk ; whilſt, bleſt with eaſe, 
»Tis mine, to ſcribble when, and what I pleaſe. 


85 Hold! what you pleaſe ? (Sir Dudley cries) or} 


9 1 
« friend, Willi 
« Say, muſt my labours never, never end? Alexa 


_ 


Still doom'd 'gainſt wicked wit my pen to draw, WM ' 


* M0 fatal 
Correct each bard by critic rules of law; = 


« *Twixt guilt and ſhame the legal buckler place, 


zutho 

And guard each courtly culprit from diſgrace ? » i 
| | BY 

* It is apprehended, our modern campaigns cannot fail of Wl Kue 


furniſhing the reader with a proper ſupply for this paſſage. I 

T Lord High Admiral Willes—a title, by which this excellent J 
chief magiſtrate is often diſtinguiſhed among our marine, for his 4 
ſpirited vindication of the ſupremacy of the Civil Flag, and 
rectifying the martial miſtakes of ſome late naval tribunals. : 

} A certain modern of that name, whoſe ſole pretenſion to this 1 
character (except a little arch buffoonery) conſiſts in a truly I 
poetical negligence of his perſon, : 


« Hard 
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« Hard taſk ! ſhould future jurymen inherit 
« The city-twelve's felt-judging Britiſh ſpirit,” * 


While you, my 'Thompſon ! ſpite of med'cine fave, 
Mark how the college peoples every grave ! 
dee Mead transfer eſtates from fire to ſon, 
And“ * bar ſucceſſion to a throne ! + 
dee Shaw ſcarce leave the paſling-bell a fee, 
And N**'s ſet the captive huſband free! 
Tho' widow'd Julia giggles in her weed, 
Yet who arraigns the doctor for the deed ? 
Oer life and death all abſolute his will, 
Right the preſcription, whether cure or kill, 


* Alluding to the conſtitutional verdi& given on the trial of 
William Owen, for publiſhing “ The caſe of the Honourable 
Alexander Murray, Eſq;“ —a pamphlet written by P. Whitehead. 

+ This line furniſhes a melancholy memento of the moſt 
fatal cataſtrophe that perhaps ever befel this nation. Among 
the various tributary verſes which flowed on that occaſion, out 
zuthor wrote the following; and which he here takes the liberty 
to inſert, being willing to ſeize every opportunity, to perpetuate 
ns ſenſe of our public loſs, in the death of that truly patriot 
prince, Frederick. 


When Jove, late revolving the ſtate of mankind, 
Mong Britons no traces of virtue could find, 

O'er the iſland, indignant, he ſtretch'd forth his rod; 
Earth trembled, and ocean acknowledg'd the God 1. 


Still provok'd by our crimes, heaven's vengeance to ſhow, 
Ammon, graſping his bolts, aim'd at Britain the blow; 
But pauſing—more dreadful, his wrath to evince, 
Threw the thunder aftde, and ſent fate for the prince, 


| Alluding to the preceding earthquakes, in 1750. | 


I. 
Not | 
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Not ſo,—whoſe practice is the mind's diſeaſe,; . 
His potion muſt not only cure, but pleaſe: 3 If $1 
Apply the cauſtic to the callous heart, bor: 
Undone's the doctor, if the patient ſmart; Lit 
Superior pow'rs his mental bill controul, 1 Thel 
And law corrects the phyſic of the ſoul *. I Nor 
Shall Galen's ſons with privilege deſtroy, ' by: 
And I not one ſound alt'rative employ, ad 
To drive the rank diſtemper from within? Nn! 
Or is man's life leis precious than his ſin ? bob 


With palſied hand ſhould juſtice hold the ſcale, I 


And o'er a judge court-coinplaifance prevail, No | 
5 5 . With 
Satire's ſtrong doſe the malady requires: 5 
I write when, lo! the bench indignant fires; 1 9 
Each hoary head erects its load of hair; La 
Their furs all briſtle, and their eye-balls glare; is 
In rage they roar, With rev'rend Ermine ſport! Wot 
«« Seize! ſeize him, Tipſtaff.— Tis contempt of Dipl 
© court.” v. 
; : n nv 
* A like correction, with regard to the phyſic of the body, or! 
might prove no bad ſecurity for the life and property of the B 
urk 


patient, as the faculty are at preſent accountable to no othe 
power but that of heaven, for the rectitude of their conduct. Broo 
And perhaps no civilized nation can afford ſuch an inſtance offi \hil 
phyſical anarchy as ours, where the ſurgeon is permitted to uſuriM Heng 
the province of the phyſician, and the apothecary plumes himlcl8 An 0 
in the perriwig and plunder of both profeſſions.—In a public 

ſpirited endeavour to cure this anarchy, and reſtore a proper dil +, 
cipline in practice, conſiſts a Thompſon's empiriciſm.—“ Hind 
illz lachrymæ. 


Lec 
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Led by the meteor of a mitre's ray, 
if Sion's ſons thro* paths unhallow'd ſtray, 
or courtly rites negle& each rubric rule, 
Quit all the ſaint, and truckle all the tool ; 
Their Maker only 1n the monarch ſee, 
Nor e'er omit, at Brunſwick's name, the knee 
To cure this loyal lethargy of grace, 
And rouſe to heav'n again its recreant race, 
dar! ſhould the muſe, with one irrev'rend line, 
Probe but the mortal part of the divine; 
Tis blaſphemy, by ev'ry prieſt decreed ! 
No benefit of clergy may I plead ; 
With every cannon * pointed at my head, 
Alire I'm cenſur'd, and I'm damn'd when dead. 
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Lawyer and prieſt, like doctors, ſtill agree; 
Tis theirs to give advice; 'tis ours, the fee: 


t! To them alone all earthly rule is giv'n, 
pt off Diploma'd from St. James's, and from heav'n. 
Vet ills there are, nor bench, nor pulpit reach; 
| hob n vain may Ryder charge, or Sherlock preach ; 
or we For las too mighty, and too proud for grace, 
0 otheeM Lark in the ſtar, or lord it in a place; 
duct. brood in the ſacred circle of a crown, 
tance off tile faſhion wafts their poiſon thro' the town: 
"oY tence o'er each village the contagion wings, 
. And peaſants catch the maladies of kings. 
pu | 
wy A certain piece of ſpiritual ordnance, which was formerly 
- "WM peyed off with great execution by our church-militant; but at 
le reſent no otherwiſe terrible, than in its fulminating exploſion. 


When 
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When purpled vice ſhall humble juſtice awe, 
And faſhion make it current, ſpite of law; 

What ſovereign med'cine can its courſe reclaim ? 
What, but the poet's panacea—ſhame ! 

Thus wit's great Eſculapius“ once prevail'd, 
And ſatire triumph'd, where the Faſces fail'd: 
No conſul's wreath could lurking folly hide, 

No veſtal looks ſecure the guilty bride : 

The poignant verſe pierc'd thro' each fair diſguiſe, 
And made Rome's matrons modeſt, ſtateſmen wiſe. 


Search all your ſtatutes, ſerjeant ! where's the balm 
Can cure the itching of a courtier's palm? 
Where the chaſte canon, ſay, thou hallow'd ſage, 
The virgin's glowing wiſhes can afluage? 

Let but the ſtar his longing lordſhip ſee, 

What pow'r can ſet the captive conſcience free? 
Hang but the ſparkling pendant at her cars, 
What trembling maid the gen'rous lover fears ? 


When lawleſs paſſion ſeiz'd th' imperial dame t, 
Brothels T were only found, to quench the flame; 
No routs, or balls, the kind convenience gave, 
To loſe her virtue, yet her honour fave. 

In Cupid's rites, now, ſo improv'd our ſkill, 
Mode finds the means, when nature finds the will, 


* Horatius Flaccus. 


+ Pompeia, conſort to Julius Cæſar, whom the young Claudi 
took an opportunity of ſeducing at a ſolemn facrifice of tg 


Bona Dea. 
t © Intravit calidum veteri centone lupanar.“ Juv. 
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Fach rev'rend reli& keeps a private pack, 

And ſturdy ſtallion with Atlean back; 

Where Britiſh dames to myſtic rites repair, 

Nor fail to meet a lurking Clodio there; 

jn amorous ſtealths defraud the public ſtews, 

And rob the Drury veſtal of her dues ; 

Who hapleſs mourns her laſt, long-mortgag'd gown, 
While Douglaſs * damns the drums of Lady Brown, 


By names celeſtial, mortal females call ; 
Angels they are, but angels in their fall. 
alm one royal Phoenix + yet redeems the race, 
ud proves, in Britain, beauty may have grace. 


Vain ſhall the muſe the various ſymptoms find, 
When every doctor's of a diff rent mind. 
In * *'s palm, be foul corruption found, 
Each court-empiric holds, his grace is ſound ; 
In Sackville's 4 breaſt let public ſpirit reign, 
Blitters ! (they cry) the cauſe is in his brain; 
So, Talbot's want of place is want of ſenſe, 
And Daſhwood's $ ſtubborn virtue, downright in- 
ſolence. 


When ills are thus juſt what the doctors pleaſe, 
And the ſoul's health is held the mind's diſeaſe; 


* An infamous, famous bawd. 

T Princeſs of Wales, mother of his preſent majeſty George III. 
| See a propoſal for a militia, publiſhed by Lord Middleſex. 

\ Sir Francis Daſhwood, afterwards Lord Le Deſpenſer, the 
patron and protector of our author. . 


Fa Vor. LXX. M Not 
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Not all thy art, O Horace! had prevail'd; 
Here, all thy Roman recipes“ had fail'd. 


Had fate to Flaccus but our days decreed, 

What Pollio would admire ? what Cæſar read ? 

Great Maro's Þ ſelf had dy'd an humble ſwain, 

And Terence ſought a Lælius now in vain, 

Science no more employs the courtier's care, 

No muſe's voice can charm Northumberland's ear. 
The ſolid vote atrial verſe outweighs, 
And wins all courtly favour from the bays; 

Hence flow alone the ſacred gifts of kings, | 

Staves, truncheons, feathers, mitres, ſtars, and ſtrings, [ 


Hence cradles, ſee! with liſping ſtateſmen ſpawn, | 
And infant limbs beſwaddled 1n the lawn ; 
While honeſt Boyle ꝓ, too impotent for place, 
Sets, in meridian glory of diſgrace : 
Nor all the patriot muſic of Malone 
Can charm a court, hke Sackville, or like Stone ; 
Bleſt twins of ſtate! whom love and pow'r conjoin, 
- Like Leda's offspring, made by Jove divine ; 
Fix'd in Hibernia's hemiſphere to rule, 
And ſhed your influence o'er each knave and fool 4. | 


* Satires. | + Virgil. } Lord Orrery. 

& As our author lamented the occaſion of theſe lines, ſon 
one more fincerely rejoices to find, that the beam of Publi 
Spirit is likely to diſpel the clouds which had interpoſed betw*? 
loyalty and patriotiſm—A new political Star in our days, 20 
which ſome more Eaſtern Magi would do well to follow, 


Whil 
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Whilſt the ſad ſummons of the mortar's knel] 
The rival deeds of each diploma tell ; 
Ard death's increaſing muſter-rolls declare, 
That health and "Thompſon are no longer here; 
How ſhall the muſe this ſalutation ſend ? 
What place enjoys thee ? or what happier friend ? 
Say, if in Eaſtbury's“ majeſtic towers, 
Or wrapt in Aſhley's + amarantine bowers, 
By friendſhip favour'd, and unaw'd by ſtate, 
You barter ſcience with the wiſe and great ; 
Oer Pelham's politics in judgment fit, 
WJ Rcform the laws of nations, or of wit; 
Uich attic zeſt enrich the ſocial bowl, 
n, Crack joke on joke, and mingle ſoul with ſoul ; 
n laughter's wanton wing now frolic ſport, 
Nor eavy Fox I the cloſet of a court. 


Loſt in this darling luxury of eaſe, 
Alike regardleſs both of fame and fees, 
Let Shaw (you cry) o'er phyſic ſov'reign reign, 


Fs « Or W** boaſt his hecatombs of ſlain : 

© Be mine, to ſtay ſome friend's departing breath, 
17. And Child's 5 may take the drudgery of death.“ 

ys 
* A ſeat belonging to the Right Hon, George Dodingtons 

1. ＋ Another, belonging to Lord Middleſex. 
, ſon ] Lord Holland. 
Publid A coffee houſe noted for the reſort of our modern Eſculapics, 


where they ply for thoſe patients the apothecary is pleaſed to con- 
en over to them; and where another appendage to phyſic (called 
the undertakers) never fails to attend the phy fical levee, in order 
to receive the lucrative news of their joint-endeavourss 


M 2 Yet, 


betwee 
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Yet, Thompſon! ſay (whoſe gift it is to ſave, 
Make fickneſs ſmile, and reſcue from the grave) 
Say, to what end this healing pow'r was meant! 
Nor hide the talent, which by heav'n is lent. 

Tho' envy all her hiſſing ſerpents raiſe, 

And join with harpy fraud to blaſt thy bays; 

Shall wan diſeaſe in vain demand thy ſkill, 

While health but waits the ſummons of your quill? 
Shall Egypt's plague * the virgin cheek invade, 

And beauty's wreck not win thee to its aid ? 

O! ftretch a ſaving hand, and let the fair 

Owe all her future triumphs to thy care; 

Reſume the pen! and be thyſelf, once more, 

What Ratcliff, Friend, and Syd'nham were before, 


Yet, when reviving patients ſet you free, 
Let Vaughan f yield one ſocial hour to me. 


Come then, my friend! if friendſhip's name can woo, © 
) 1 


Come! bring me all I want, that all in you. 
If rural ſcenes have ftill the pow'r to pleaſe, 


Flocks, vallies, hills, ſtreams, villas, cots, and —_ 


Here all in one harmonious proſpe& blend, 
And landſcapes riſe, ſcarce Lambert's 7 art can mend. 


* The ſmall-pox, ſaid to have firſt appeared at Alexandria 4 
See the doctor's treatiſe on this diſtemper. 1 
+ Owen Evan Vaughan, Eſq; of Bodidris caſtle; a gentle- 
man, in whoſe friendſhip the doctor and our author more parti 3 
cularly pride themſelves, as he has never polluted his ancient | 
Britiſh pedigree with any modern Anti-Britiſh principles 
4 A landſcape- painter, much celebrated. 


Thames. 
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4 Thames, made immortal by her Denham's trains, 
Meand'ring glides thro? Twick'nham's flow'ry plains ; 
While royal Richmond's cloud-aſpiring wood 

Pours all 1ts pendent pomp upon the flood. 

By Rome's proud dames let ſtoried Tiber flow, 

And all Pallad1o grace the banks of Po; 

Here nature's charms in purer luſtre riſe, 

Nor ſeek from wanton art her vain ſupplies. 


Lo! Windſor, rev'rend in a length of years, 
Like Cybele, her tow'r-crown'd ſummit rears ; 
And Hampton's turrets, with majeſtic pride, 
Reflect their glories in the paſſing tide : 
There Britiſh Henries gave to Gallia law; 
Here bloom'd the laurels of a great Naſſau “. 
0! could theſe ſcenes one monarch more but pleaſe, 
No frozen climates, no tempeſtuous ſeas, 
For Brunſwick's weal alarming fears ſhould bring, 
Nor Britain envy meaner courts her king. 


700, 


ces; Here Campbell's + varied ſhades with wonder ſee, 


Like heav'n's own Eden, ftor'd with every tree; 
Each plant with plant in verdant glory vies ; 
High-tow'ring pines, like Titans, ſcale the ſkies ; 
And Lebanon's rich groves on Hounſlow's deſerts rife, 


idria. 3 


entle- 1 


But chief—with awful ſtep, O! let us ſtray, 


arti- l 5 | "RE 7 4 
Par” here Britain's Orpheus tun'd his ſacred lay, 


\cient | 
e William the Third. 
T Duke of Argyle, celebrated as a warrior and a ſtateſman. 
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Whoſe grove enchanted from his numbers grew, 
And proves, what once was fabled, now is true, 
Here oft the bard with Arbuthnot retir'd ; 

Here flow'd the verſe his healing art inſpir'd * 
Alike thy merit like thy fame ſhould riſe, 
Could friendſhip give, what feeble art dentes; 
Tho' Pope's immortal verſe the Gods refuſe, 
Accept this off'ring from an humbler muſe, ' 
Weak tho' her flight, yet honeſt ſtill her ſtrain, 
And what no miniſter could ever gain ; : 
Pleas'd if the grateful tribute of her ſong, 

Thy merit, Thompſon! ſhall one day prolong. 


In marſhal'd ſlaves let hungry princes trade, 
And Britain's bullion bribe their venal aid; + 
Let brave Boſcawen trophied honours gain, 
And Anſon wield the trident of the main. 

Safe, in the harbour of my Twick'nam I bower, 
From all the wrecks of ſtate, or ftorms of power; 
No wreaths I court, no ſubſidies I claim, 

Too rich for want, too indolent for fame, 


* Pope's epiſtle to Arbuthnot, 


+ Alluding to a modern kind of military traffic, which con- 
ſiſts in the exchange of Britiſh gold for German valour ; and by | 
which means, it is preſumed, our politicians intend the native 


wants of either party thall be reciprocally ſupplied. 


1 He had a neat villa, in the ſtyle of a chateau, on the worth } 
| ſide of Twickenham Common, ſacred to the muſes. It was} 
afterwards inhabited by the Lady Bridget Tallmach, daughter or 

the late Lord Northington. 


Whult | 
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Whilft here with vice a bloodleſs war I wage, 

Or laſh the follies of a trifling age, 

Fach gay-plum'd hour, upon its downy wings, 
The Hybla freight of rich contentment brings ; 
Health, roſy handmaid, at my table waits, 

And halcyon peace broods watchful o'er my gates, 


Here oft, on Contemplation's pinion bore, 
To heav'n I mount, and nature's works explore; 
Or, led by Reaſon's intellectual clue, 
Thro' error's maze, truth's ſecret ſteps purſue ; 
View ages paſt in Story's mirror ſhown, 
And make time's mould'ring treaſures all my own ; 
Or here the Muſe now ſteals me from the throng, 
And wraps me in th' enchantment of her ſong, 


Thus flow, and thus for ever flow! my days, 
Unaw'd by cenſure, or unbrib'd by praiſe ; 
No friend to faction, and no dupe to zeal; 
Foe to all party, but the public weal. 
Why then, from every venal bondage free, 
Courts have no glitt'ring ſhackles left for me: 
My reaſons, Thompſon ! prithee aſk no more; 
con- Hake them, as Oxford's Flaccus ſung before *, 
id by | 
0 * My eaſe and freedom if for aught I vend, 
W © ould not you cry, to Bedlam, Bedlam, friend! 
** But to ſpeak out—ſhall what could ne'er engage 


* My frailer youth, now captivate in age ? 


north J 
was , 
er of | 

* See concluſion of Dr, King's apology. 
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« What cares can vex, what terrors frightful be, 
To him whoſe ſhield is hoary fixty-three ? “ 

«« When life itſelf ſo little worth appears, 
That miniſters can give no hopes, or fears; 

„ Altho' grown grey within my humbler gate, 

I ne'er kiſs'd hands, or trod the rooms of ſtate; 
« Yet not unhonour'd have I liv'd, and bleſt 

«« With rich convenience, careleſs of the reſt ; 

«« What boon more grateful can the Gods beftow 
«© On thoſe avow'd their favourite ſons below?“ 


* Though the tranſlator's virtue is not yet ſecured by this | 
palladium of his grand elimacteric, yet he flatters himſelf he ſhall } 
at leaſt be able to rival our truly Roman author, in the practice 
of his heroic indifference, however ſhort he may fall of him in | 


his elegant deſcription of it. 
+ © Libera ſi pretio quantovis otia vendam, 
„ Cui non inſanus videar? Sed apertius audi: 
«© Quzjuvenem, infirmumque animi captare nequibant, 
Ila ſenem capiant? aut quz terrere pericla 
« Poſſe putes hominem, cui climactericus annus 


$ Præſidio eſt omni majus? cui vita videtur 
cc 


cc 


Haud equidem tanti eſle, ut+quid caveatve petatve 
« A regni ſatrapis, ullaque fit anxius hora. 
«© Si mihi non dextram tetigiſſe, aut limina regum 
«© Contigit, & late ſub tenui mea canuit ætas: 
« Attamen æquo animo, non ullis rebus egenus, 
« Non inhonoratus vixi: Neque gratius uſquam 
46 Dii munus dederunt, cui ſi faviſſe fatentur.“ 
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CC 


4; performed by Mr. Beard in the Character of a 


Recruiting Serjeant, at the Theatre - Royal in 
CovenT-GARDEN, in the Entertainment of TRE 
Falk, | 


1. 
N ſtory we're told 


1 How our monarchs of old 
O'cr France ſpread their royal domain; 
But no annals ſhall ſhuw 
Her pride laid fo low, 
As when brave George the Second did reign, 
Brave boys! 
As when brave, &c. 


II. 
Of Roman and Greek 
Let Fame no more ſpeak; 
Tho' their arms did the Old world ſubdue, 
Through the nations around 
Let her trumpet now ſound, 
How Britons hayg conquer'd the New, 
. Brave boys! 
How Britons haie, Kc. 
ill, 
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III. 


Eaſt, Weſt, North, and South, 
Our cannons loud mouth 
Shall the rights of our monarch maintain; 
On America's ſtrand 
Amherſt limits the land, 


Boſcawen gives law on the main, 


IV. 


Each fort, and each town, 
We ſtill make our own, 
Cape Breton, Crown Point, Niagar ; 
Guardelupe, Senegal, 
And Quebec's mighty fall, 
Shall prove we've no equal in war, 


V. 
Though Conflans did boaſt 


He wou'd conquer our coaſt, 
Our thunder ſoon made monſieur mute ; 
Brave Hawke wing'd his way, 
'Then pounc'd on his prey, 
And gave him an Engliſh ſalute, 


Brave boys! 


Brave boys! | 
Boſcawen gives, &c. | 


Brave boys ! 
Shall prove we've, &c. 


And gave him, &c. 


At 


« E 


She 


Ci 


c. 


* 
i& 
= 
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VI. 
At Minden you know 
How we frighten'd the foe, 
While homeward their army now ſteals, 
« Though,” they cry, << Britiſh bands 
« Are too hard for our hands, 
« Begar! we can beat them in heels, 
Parblen ! 
Begar! we, &c. 
VII. 


Whilſt our heroes from home 
For laurels thus roam, 


Should the flat- bottom'd boats but appear, 


Our Militia Mall ſhow 
No wooden-ſhoed foe 


Can with freemen 1n battle compare, 


Brave boys! 


Can with freemen, &c. 


VIII. 

Your fortunes and lives, 

Your children and wives, 
To defend, *tis the time now or never : 

Then let each volunteer 

To the drum-head repair 
King George and old England for ever! 

Brave boys! 

King George, &c. 
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The cit 
The poe 
And the 
In ſpite 


8 E 8. 
Sung by Mr. BEAR D in the Entertainment of Arolle 
| and DAPHNR. 


I. 
* H E fun from the Eaſt tips the mountains with I Let the 

gold; All the 
The meadows all ſpangled with dew-drops behold! With! 
Hear! the lark's early matin proclaims the new day, 


And the horn's chearful ſummons rebukes our delay. And, 
| Wit! 
CHORUS Whi 


With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure can vye, | 
While jocund we follow the hounds in full cry, 


ln Wh: 
Let the drudge of the town make riches his port; 
The ſlave of the ſtate hunt the ſmiles of a court; dung 
No care and ambition our paſtime annoy, Pre 


But innocence ſtill gives a zeſt to our joy. 
With the ſports, &e. 


III. 


Mankind are all hunters in various degree; 

The prieſt hunts a living— the lawyer a fee, 

The doctor a patient the courtier a place, 

Though often, like us, he's flung- out in the chace. 
With the ſports, &c. 

IV. 


Je, 


Ee 
2 


C. 
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IV. 
The cit hunts a plumb— while the ſoldier hunts fame, 
The poet a dinner—the patriot a name; 
And the practis d coquette, tho' ſhe ſeems to refuſe, 
in ſpite of her airs, ſtill her lover purſues. 
With the ſports, Ke. 


5 * 4 | 
Let the bold and the buſy hunt olory and wealth ; | 
All the bleſſing we aſk is the bleſing of health, 
With hound and with horn thro' the woodlands to 
roam, 3 
And, when tired abroad, find contentment at home. 


With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure can vye, 
While jocund we follow our hounds in full cry. 


8 . G, 


sung by Mr. BearD at the Annual Meeting of the 
Preſident, Vice-Preſidents, Governors, &c. of the 
Loxpox Hos PITAIL. 


8 trophies and laurels J mean not to ſing, 
Of Pruſſia's brave prince, or of Britain's good 
king : 
Here the poor claim my ſong ; then the art 1 Il difplay, 
How you all ſhall be gainers—by giving away. 
Derry down. 


The 


p - omen — 

— — — _— 3 - 2 — — 

IEEE RE Cem oe ro — — 1 
— —7 


— — rat eng 
— — —=—== 
— 
I 
— — 
- 


——— _ . — — -_ * — oO — — 
" 4 1 = . — — == - — by — — * — 1 - — — ͤ— 
— 7 N . 1 4. * * . 123 4 8 " — — . — — — = * 
8 — — — — 2 2 — _—_ , — —5 IRE - — T7 — 
6 ESE — ———— ———— 2 = = — = — 
2 * K. — — — ——— — — — — — . 
20 I —_— 2 5 — 2 WV - — 2 63 * . — —.— — 4 
— — —. E — — — — —_— — — — — —_ —— — 5 
— — _ - oo © — — — — — 
* — 2 —— - - = —_ — 
—_— - _— — 


—— 
lh 
xe” 


re ans 
— — — 


. SMS, 
- — 


— 5 
th » g 
7 $46 aft ay oe Tees Lone — 


n 


Cs 


— 
* 
— 


— —. 
ma 


. * 


E rs eg 
— — 
— — 


2 — 
ARTS 


— — —— 


— 


— — 
* : - OC. . r — —— 
72 3 - . _ 


— — — 23 Fe 
— a A 
- 3 


174 P. WHITEHEAD'S PONS. 


The cruſe of the widow, you very well know, 
The more it was emptied, the fuller did flow: 
So here with your purſe the like wonder you'll find; 


The more you draw out, ſtill—the more left behind, ] 
Der ry down . | 


The prodigal here without danger may ſpend ; 
That ne'er can be laviſh'd, to heaven we lend; 


And the miler his purſe-ſtrings may draw without pain, 


For what miſer won't give—when giving is gain? 


Derry down, | 


The gameſter, who ſits up whole days and whole nights, | 


To hazard his health and his fortune at White's ; 
Much more to advantage his betts he may make, 
Here, ſet what he will, he will double his ſtake, 


Derry down, | 


The fair-one, whoſe heart the four aces controul, 
Who ſighs for Sans-prendre, and dreams of a vole, 
Let her here ſend a tithe of her gains at Quadrille, 


And ſhe'll ne'er want a friend—in victorious Spadille. 
Derry down, 


Let the merchant, who trades on the perilous ſea, 
Come here, and inſure, if from loſs he'd be free; 
A policy here from all danger ſecures, 
For ſafe is the venture—which heaven inſures. 


The 


Derry down, | 
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The ſtock- jobber too may ſubſcribe without fear, 


jn a fund which for ever a premium muſt bear; 


Where the ſtock muſt {till riſe, and where Scrip will 


prevail, 


Tho! South-Sea, and India, ad Omnium, ſhould fail. 


Derry down. 


The churchman likewiſe his advantage may Haw, 
And here buy a living, in ſpite of the law— 

In heaven, I mean ; then, without any fear, 

Let him purchaſe away—here's no ſimony here. 


Derry down. 


+ Ye rakes, who the joys of Hymen diſclaim, 

And ſeek, in the ruin of virtue, a fame; 

You may here boaſt a triumph conſiſtent with duty, 
And keep, without guilt, a Seraglio of beauty. 


Derry down, 


f from charity then ſuch advantages flow, 

That you till gain the more—the more you beſtow; 
Here's the place will afford you rich profit with eaſe : 
When the baſon comes round—be as rich as you 


pleaſe. 
Derry down. 


* Additional ſtanza * the annual feat of the Sons of the 
Clergy, 


J Ditto for the Magdalen Hoſpital» 
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Then a health to that * Patron, whoſe grandeur an; 


tore 
Vield aid and defence to the ſick and the poor; 
Who no courtier can flatter, no patriot can blame: 


But, our reden s here —or I'd tell you his name, 
Derry down. 


SS A KA ud 


ONG, Roger in vain 
Strove Cic'ley to gain, 
And that ſomething he wanted ſhe knew ; 
Yet {till ſhe reply'd, 
Firſt make me your bride, 
Or—I wiſh I may die if I do, 


Quoth Roger, next fair 
I'll deck out your hair 
With a top-knot, green, yellow, or blue, 
No top-knot, pray, bring 
Without the gold-ring, 
Or I wiſh I may die if I do. 


Together one day, 
When making of hay, 
Pretty Cis on a haycock he threw : 
His hand did intrude; 
She cry'd, don't be rude, 
For—I wiſh I may die if I do. 


* The late Duke of Devonſhire. 
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But Roger ſtill preſt 
Her lips and her breaſt, 
Until kinder and kinder ſhe grew : 
A glance from her eye 
He ſaw give the lye 
To-“ I with I may die if I do.” 


ane 


wng 


He knew what it meant, 
Took looks for conſent ; - 
Then—a fairing preſented to view, 
Which Cis ſo amaz'd, 
She ſigh'd while ſhe gaz d 
Oh! I ſurely ſhall die—if I do. 


What lovers conceal 
No muſe ſhould reveal ; 

You muſt fancy then what did enſue : 
But ſhe no more cry'd, 
Firſt make me your bride, 


Or—T wiſh I may die if I do. 


Ah! Roger! ſays Cis, 
A fairing like this 
Cannot fail a young maid to ſubdue : 
No knot you need bring; 
Ne'er mind the gold-ring, 
For—I wiſh I may die if I do, 


Vor. LXX. N A 
But : | 


178 


HEN Bacchus, Jolly God, invites 


To revel in his ev'ning rites, 
In vain his altars T ſurround, 
Though with Burgundian incenſe crown'd : 
No charm has wine without the laſs ; 
*Tis love gives reliſh to the glaſs, * 


| 


Whilſt all around, with jocund glee, 
In brimmers toaſt their fav'rite ſhe ; 
Though ev'ry nymph my lips proclaim, 
My heart ſtill whiſpers Chloe's name; 
And thus with me, by am'rous ſtealth, 
Still ev'ry glaſs is Chloe's health. 
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a0 2 a 
Occaſioned by LADY PomrreT's Preſent of ſome 


ANTIQUE STATUES to OxrorD; the Streets 


whereof were fooliſhly ſaid to be paved with 
. jacoBITESs. 


F Oxford's ſtones, as Blaco writes, 
And Pitt affirms, are Jacobites, 
That bid the court defiance ; 
How muſt the danger now increaſe, 
When ſtones are come from Rome and Greece, 
To form a grand alliance! 


Yet, ſprung from lands of liberty, 
Theſe ſtones can ſure no Tories be, 
Or friends to the Pretender; 
And Pitt himſelf can ne'er deviſe, 
That Whiggiſh ſtones ſhould ever riſe 
Againſt our faith's Defender. 


* 


TD Oz. TT T' NG; 


F T have I heard, with clam'rous note, 
A yelping cur exalt his throat 
At Cynthia's filver rays ; 
do, with the blaze of learning's light, 
When you, O King, offend his ſight, 
'The ſpaniel Blaco bays. 
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That 
2 5 Pich 
BUTTERFLY ano BE rg Mu 
be! 

To ; L AVIA. 
Pre 
EE! Flavia, ſee! that flutt'ring thing, Meth! 
Skim round yon flower with ſportive wing, I And, 
| Vet neer its ſweet explore; Cry— 
While, wiſer, the induſtrious Bee « Lo 
Extracts the honey from the tree, « M. 
Aud hives the precious ſtore. | Su 
| | | « A; 
So you, with coy, coquettiſh art, Ui 
Play wanton round your lover's heart, * 
Inſenſible and free: | Ss KS! 
Love's balmy blefling would you try, In 
No longer ſport a Butterfly, « A, 
But imitate the Bee. « A 
. E: 
„// ® 42. #6 Sr 


Dropt in Mr. Gaza ex's Temple of Shakeſpeare, I 
\ \ 7 HILE here to Shakeſpeare * Garrick pays | W 


His tributary thanks and praiſe ; ; A bl 
Invokes the animated ſtone, . 
To make the Poet's mind his own ; « 0 


* The ſtatue of Shakeſpeare, in the temple dedicated to the I 
bard by Mr. Garrick, in his delightful garden at Hampton, | « V 


as the work of that able and ingenious maſter, Roubilias. | 
ts | 
That 


the | 


on; 


18t 


MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 


That he each character may trace 
With humour, dignity, and grace; 
And mark, unerring mark, to men, 
The rich creation of his pen; 


Preferr'd the pray'r—the marble God 
Methinks I ſee, aſſenting, nod, 
And, pointing to his laurell'd brow, 
Cry“ Half this wreath to you I owe: 
« Loſt to the ſtage, and loft to fame; 
« Murder'd my ſcenes, ſcarce known my name; 
Sunk in oblivion and diſgrace 
Among the common, ſcribbling race, 
« Unnotic'd long thy Shakeſpeare lay, 
« To dullneſs, and to time, a prey: 
«* But now I riſe, I breathe, I live 
« In you—my repreſentative ! 
Again the hero's breaſt I fire, 
Again the tender ſigh inſpire; 
« Each fide, again, with laughter ſhake, 
And teach the villain-heart to quake 
All this, my ſon! again I do— 
« 1?—No, my ſon!—'Tis I, and you.“ 


While thus the grateful ſtatue ſpeaks, 
A bluſh o'erſpreads the ſuppliant's cheeks — 


% What !—Half this wreath, wit's mighty chief — 


“O grant,” he cries, * one ſingle leaf; 
That far o'erpays his humble merit, 
Who's but the organ of thy ſpirit.” 
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Ph hœbus the gen'rous conteſt heard 
When thus the God addreſs'd the bard : 

« Here, take this laurel from my brow, 

« On him your mortal wreath beſtow ;— 
Each matchleſs, each the palm ſhall bear, 
6 In heav'n the Bard, on earth the Play'r.“ 


E'VFED BATTLED, 


D IANA, hunting on a day, 
Beheld where Cupid ſleeping lay, 


His quiver by his head: 
One of his darts ſhe ſtole away, 
And one of her's did cloſe convey 

Into the other's ſtead, 


When next the archer through the grove, 
In ſearch of prey, did wanton rove, 
Aurelia fair he 'ſpy'd ; 
Aurelia, who to Damon's pray'r 
Diſdain'd to lend a tender ear, 
And Cupid's pow'r defy'd. 


Soon as he ey'd the rebel maid ; 
& Now know my pow'r EY enrag'd 7 he ſaid; 
Then levell'd at her heart: 
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full to the head the ſhaft he drew; 
But harmleſs to her breaſt it flew, 
For, lo !—"twas Dian's dart. 


Exulting, then the fair-one cry'd, 
« Fond urchin, lay your bow aſide; 
« Your quiver be unbound : 
« Would you Aurelia's heart ſubdue, 
Thy play-thing arrows ne'er will do; 
* Bid Damon give the wound.“ 


DEATH and Tus DOCTOR. 


2 19 WIX T Death and Schomberg, t'other day, 
f A conteſt did ariſe; 
Death ſwore his prize he'd bear away; 

The Doctor, Death defies. 


Enrag'd to hear his pow'r defy'd, 
Death drew his keeneſt dart; 

But wond' ring ſaw it glance aſide, 
And miſs the vital part. 
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A N 


OCCASIONAL PROLOGUE, 


Spoken by Mr. PowtLL, at the Opening of the 
Theatre-Royal in CovzNr-GARD EN, on Monday, | 


September 14, 1767. 


A 5 when the merchant, to increaſe his ſtore, 
For dubious ſeas, advent'rous quits the ſhore; 

Still- anxious for his freight, he trembling ſees 
Rocks in each buoy, and tempeſts in each breeze; 
'The curling wave to mountain billows ſwells, 
And ev'ry cloud a fancied ſtorm foretells : 
Thus raſhly launch'd on this theatric main, 
Our all on board, each phantom gives us pain; 
'The catcall's note ſeems thunder in our- ears, 
And ev'ry hiſs a hurricane appears; 
In journal ſquibs we lightning's blaſt eſpy, 

And meteors blaze in every critic's eye. 


Spite of theſe terrors, ſtill ſome hopes we view, 


Hopes, ne'er can fail us ſince they're plac'd—in you, | 


Your breath the gale, our voyage is ſecure, 
And ſafe the venture which your ſmiles inſure ; 
Though weak his ſkill, th' advent'rer muſt ſucceed, 
Where candour takes th' endeavour for the deed. 
For Brentford's ſtate, two kings could once ſuffice; 
In our's, behold ! four kings of Brentford riſe ; 
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All ſmelling to one noſegay's od'rous ſavour, 

The balmy noſegay of—the public favour. 

From hence alone, our royal funds we draw, 

Your pleaſure our ſupport, your will our law. 

While ſuch our government, we hope you'll own us; 
But ſhould we ever tyrant prove—dethrone us. 


Began their reign, with ſome fair proclamation, 
We too ſhould talk at leaſt—of reformation ; 
Declare, that during our imperial ſway, 

No bard ſhall mourn his long-neglected play; 

But then the play muſt have ſome wit, ſome ſpirit, 


Like brother monarchs, who, to coax the nation, 


And we allow'd ſole umpires of its merit. 


For thoſe deep ſages of the judging Pit, 
Whoſe taſte 1s too refin'd for modern wit, 
From Rome's great theatre we'll cull the piece, 
And plant, on Britain's ſtage, the flow'rs of Greece. 


If ſome there are, our Britiſh bards can pleaſe, 
Who taſte the ancient wit of ancient days, 
be our's to ſave, from time's devouring womb, 
Their works, and ſnatch their laurels from the tomb. 


For you, ye fair, who ſprightlier ſcenes may chuſe, 
Where muſic decks in all her airs the muſe, 
Gay opera ſhall all its charms diſpenſe, 

Yet boaſt no tuneful triumph over ſenſe ; 
The nobler bard ſhall ſtill affert his right, 
Nor Handel rob a Shakeſpeare of his night. 
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To greet their mortal brethren of our ſkies, 
Here all the Gods of Pantomine ſhall riſe : 
Yet midſt the pomp and magic of machines, 
Some plot may mark the meaning of our ſcenes; 
Scenes which were held, in good King Rich's days, 
By ſages, no bad epilogues to plays. 


If terms like theſe your ſuffrage can engage, 
To fix our mimic empire of the ſtage ; 
Confirm our title in your fair opinions, 
And croud each night to people our dominions, 


YV  " 2 x8 


On converting the Chapel to a Kitchen, at the Seat of | 
the Lord DonNERAYLE, called Taz Groves, in 


HERTFORDSHIRE. 


Y Ovid, among other wonders, we're told 

What chanc'd to Philemon and Baucis of old; 
How their cot to a temple was conjur'd by Jove, 
So a chapel was chang'd to a kitchen at Grove. 


The lord of the manſion moſt rightly conceiting, 


His gueſts lov'd good pray'rs much leſs than good | 


cating ; 


And poſſeſs'd by the devil, as ſome folks will tell ye, 
What was meant for the ſoul, 
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The word was ſcarce giv'n when down dropp'd the 
clock, 


And ſtrait was ſeen fix'd in the form of a jack; 

And, ſhameful to tell! pulpit, benches, and pews, 

Form'd cupboards and ſhelves, for pl ates, ſaucepans, 
and ſtews, 

Pray*r-books turn'd into platters ; nor think it a fable, 

A dreſſer ſprung out of the communion-table ; 

Which, inſtead of the uſual repaſt, bread and wine, 

I; tor'd with rich ſoups, and good Engliſh firloin. 


No fire, but what pure devotion could raiſe, 

Till now, had been known in this temple to blaze : 

But, good lord! how the neighbours around did 
admire, 

When a chimney roſe up in the room of a ſpire! 


For a Jew many people the maſter miſtook, 
Whoſe Levites were ſcullions, his high-prieſt a cook; 
And thought he deſign'd our religion to alter, 


When they ſaw the burnt-offering ſmoke at the altar. 


The bell's ſolemn ſound, that was heard far and near, 
And oft rouz'd the chaplain unwilling to pray'r, 

No more to good ſermons now ſummons the ſinner, 
But blaſphemous rings in—the country to dinner. 


When my good lord the biſhop had heard the ſtrange 
ſtory, 
How the place was profan' d, that was built to G—'s 


glory; 
Full 
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Full of zeal he cried out, © Oh, how i 1mpious the deed, ; 
* To cram chriſtians with pudding, inſtead of the 


creed !*? 


Then away to the Grove hied the church's protector, 


Reſolving to give his Iay-brother a lecture; 


But he ſcarce had begun, when he ſaw, plac'd before | 


bl 


em, TY 
A haunch piping hot from the Sanctum Sanctorum. 


« Troth!““ quoth he, “I find no great fin in the plan, 
« What was uſeleſs to God—to make uſeful to man: 
« Beſides, tis a true chriſtian duty, we read, 


The poor and the hungry with good things to feed. 


Then again on the walls he beſtow'd conſecration, 
But reſerv'd the full rights of a free viſitation : 


Thus, tis ſtill the Lord's houſe—only varied the treat, 
Now, there's meat without grace—where was grace | 


without meat, 


%%%%%ͤ 11 RR OS 


On the Duke of CumBrrLanD's Victory at CuLLo- | 


DEN, 1n the Year 1746. 


8 his worm-eaten volumes old Time tumbled o'er, | 
To review the great actions that happen'd of yore; 


When the names of young Ammon and Czfar he ſau, 


He to one oppos'd Churchill—to th' other Naſſau; 
Then 
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Then ſaid, with a figh, «© What! has Britain no friend? 

« With theſe muſt her long race of heroes have end?“ 

When ſtrait a loud blaſt on her trumpet Fame blew, 

Which ſo long had been filent, the ſound he [carce 
knew ; 

But ſoon in his ſight the ſwift goddeſs appear'd, 

And, half out of breath, cry'd—** News, news! have 
«© you heard? 

« ] yet have one hero to add to your ſtore, 

« Brave William has conquer'd—Rebellion's no more.“ 

n, Well pleas'd, in his annals Time ſet down the name, 

Made the record authentic, —and gave it to Fame. 


% KI 


Inſeribed on a Monument called Tar Tous oP 


at, WW Care, in the Garden of the late Joun RICH, 
ce | Eſq; at CowLErY, in MIDDLESEX; whereon three 
beautiful Boys are covering a funeral Urn with a 
Veil of Flowers. 
H Y, buſy boys, why thus entw ine 
The flowery veil around this ſhrine? 
As if, for halcyon days like theſe, 
rue fight too ſolemn were to pleaſe : 
Miſtaken boys, what ſight's ſo fair 
er, Io mortals, as the Tomb of Care? 
re: Here let the gloomy tyrant lie; 


His urn an altar ſhall ſupply, 
dacred to Eaſe, and ſocial Mirth ; 
for Care's deceaſe—is Pleaſure's birth. 
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(In Letters of Braſs, inſerted by a female Figure re. | 
preſenting His rox r) on a Marble Pyramid of the | 
Monument of Joan, Duke of ARG YLE. | 


RITON, behold, if patriot worth be dear, 

A ſhrine that claims thy tributary tear! 
Silent that tongue admiring ſenates heard, 
Nerveleſs that arm oppoſing legions fear'd ! | 
Nor leſs, O Campbell! thine the pow'r to pleaſe, 
And give to grandeur all the grace of eaſe. 
Long, from thy lite, let kindred heroes trace 
Arts which ennoble ſtill the nobleſt race. — 
Others may owe their future fame to me ; 
I borrow immortality from thee. 1 

Weſtminſter Abbey. P. WRIrPRTAD. f 


JJ KK 3. 3 0 
On the Name, P. WaiTraxtap, ſubſcribed to the 
above Inſcription, being removed thence ſome time 
after the Monument was erected. : 
. the tombs as pale Envy was hoy'ring around, 
The Manes of each hallow'd hero to wound; 
On Argyle's, when ſhe ſaw only truth was related 
Of him, whom alive ſhe moſt mortally hated, 
And finding the record adopted by Fame, 
In revenge to the Poet—ſhe gnaw'd out his name, 
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V ERS E 8 


To Mr. BROOR RE, on the Refuſal of a Licence to his 
Play of Gus ravus Vasa. 


be W HILE Athens glory'd in her free-born race, 
| And ſcience flouriſh'd round her fav'rite place, 
The muſe unfetter'd trod the Grecian ſtage ; 
Free were her pinions, unreſtrain'd her rage: bf 
Bold and ſecure ſhe aim'd the pointed dart, | 
And pour'd the precept poignant to the heart, 
| 


Till dire dominion ftretch'd her lawleſs ſway, 

And Athens” ſons were deſtin'd to obey : 

Then firſt the ſtage a licens'd bondage knew, 

And tyrants quaſh'd the ſcene they fear'd to view : 
Fair Freedom's voice no more was heard to charm, 
Or Liberty the Attic audience warm. 


M Then fled the muſe, indignant, from the ſhore, 
Nor deign'd to dwell where Freedom was no more: 
Vain then, alas! ſhe ſought Britannia's iſle, | 
| Charm'd witk her voice, and cheer'd us with her ſmile. 

0 I Gallic laws her gen'rous flight reſtrain, 

e And bind her captive with th' ignoble chain; 

, “bold and unlicens'd, in Eliza's days, 

d, 


Free flow'd her numbers, flouriſh'd fair her bays; 

Oeer Britain's ſtage majeſtic, unconfin'd, 

be tun'd her patriot leſſons to mankind ; 

For mighty heroes ranſack'd ev'ry age, 

Then beam'd them glorious in her Shakeſpeare's page. 
SnakeTpeare- 5 


38 
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Shakeſpeare's no more !—loſt was the Poet's name 
Till thou, my friend, my genius, ſprung to fame; 

Lur'd by his laurel's never-fading bloom, 

You boldly ſnatch'd the trophy from his tomb, 
Taught the declining muſe again to ſoar, 

And to Britannia gave one Poet more. 


Pleas'd, in thy lays we fee Guſtavus live; 
But, O Guftavus! if thou can't, forgive. 
Britons, more ſavage than the tyrant Dane, 
Beneath whoſe yoke you drew the galling chain, 
Degen'rate Britons, by thy worth diſmay'd, 
Prophane thy glories, and proſcribe thy fhade. 


S O N G. 


S Granville's ſoft numbers tune Myra's juſt praiſe, | 

And Chloe ſhines lovely in Prior's ſweet lays; K 

So, wou'd Daphne but ſmile, their example I'd follow, 
And, as ſhe looks like Venus, I'd fing like Apollo: | 
But, alas! while no ſmiles from the fair-one inſpire, R 
How languid my ſtrains, and how tuneleſs my lyre! F 


Go, Zephyrs, ſalute in ſoft accents her ear, 
And tell how I languiſh, ſigh, pine, and deſpair; 
In gentleſt murmurs my pailion commend, 
But whiſper it ſoftly, for fear you offend : 

For ſure, O ye winds, you may tell her my pain; 


*Tis Strephon's to ſuffer, but not to complens. 
Wherever 


Ver 
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Wherever I go, or whatever I do, 
Still ſomething preſents the fair nymph to my view, 
II traverſe the garden, the garden ſtill ſhows 
Me her neck in the lily, her lip in the roſe : 

But with her neither lily nor roſe can compare; 
Far ſweeter's her lip, and her boſom more fair. 


If, to vent my fond anguiſh, I ſteal to the grove, 
The ſpring there preſents the freſh bloom of my love; 
The nightingale too, with impertinent noiſe, 
Pours forth her ſweet ſtrains in my Syren's ſweet 
voice: 
Thus the grove and its muſic her image ſtill TROY 2 
For, like ſpring ſhe looks fair, like the nightingele 
fings. 


If, forſaking the groves, I fly fo the court, 
Where beauty and ſplendor united reſort, 


WJ dome glimpſe of my fair in each charmer I ſpy, 


I Richmond's fair form, or in Brudenet's bright eye; 
But, alas! what wou'd Brudenel or Richmond 
appear ? 


Unheeded they'd paſs, were my Daphne but there. 


If to books I retire, to drown my fond pain, 
And dwell over Horace, or Ovid's ſweet ſtrain ; 
In Lydia, or Chloe, my Daphne I find; 

But Chloe was courteous, and Lydia was kind: 


| Like Lydia, or Chloe, wou'd Daphne but prove, 


Like Horace, or Ovid, I'd ſing and I'd love. 
Vor, LXX. O T 0 
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T O Schomberg ue Death, 6 1 your patient will 
e 

To Death replied Senden 0 My patient III ſave,” 

Then Death ſeiz d his arrow, the Doctor his pen, 

And each wound the one gave, t'other heal'd it again; 

Till Death ſwore he never had met ſuch defiance, 

Since he and the College had been in alliance. 
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